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EPISTLE TO Dr. ARBUTHNOT 


BRING 
THE PROLOGUE TO THE SATIRRES. 


ADVERTISEMENT 
' To the first Publication of this Epistle. 

This paper is a sort of bill of complaint, begun many 
years since, and drawn up by snatches, as the several 
occasions offered. I had no thoughts of publishing it, 
till it pleased some persons of rank and fortune, (the 
authors of Verses to the imitator of Horace, and of an 
Epistle to a Doctor of Divinity from a Nobleman at 
Hampton Court] to attack, in a very extraordinary 
manner, not only my writings (of which, being public, 
the public is judge) but my person, morals, and family; 
whereof, to those who know me not, a truer informa- 
tion may be requisite. Being divided between the 
necessity to say something of myself, and my own lazi- 
ness to undertake so awkward a task, I thought it the 
shortest way to put the last hand tothis Epistle. If it 
have any thing pleasing, it will be that by which I am 
most desirous to please, the truth and the sentiment; 
and if any thing offensive, it will be only to those I am 
least sorry to offend, the vicious or the ungenerous. 

Many will know their own pictures in Vt, (here Weng 
not a circumstance but what is true, Wat L have, 5st 
the most part, spared their names, and vey ws 

escape being laughed at, if they pase. 


tage and honour va aay 

proceeding, any abuse may be directed at any wan 
injury can possibly be done by mine; since a name 
character can never be found out but by its truth 
likeness. 


P. ‘Suut, shut the door, good John,’ fatigue 


said, 

‘ Tie up the knocker, say I'm sick, I’m dead.’ 
The dog-star rages ! nay, ’tie past a doubt, 
All Bedlam, or Parnassus, is let out : 
Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 
They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 

What walls can guard me, or what shades can h 
They pierce my thickets, through my grot they g 
By lend, by water, they renew the charge ; 
They stop the chariot, and they board the barge 
No place is sacred, not the church is free, 
E’en Sunday shines no sabbath-day to me; 
Then from the Mint walks forth the man of rh: 
Happy to catch me !—just at dinner time. 

Is there a parson, much bemused in beer, 
“ mandlin noetess, a rhyming peer, 
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What drop or nostrum can this plague remove? 
Or which raust end me, a fool’s wrath or love? 
A dire dilemma! either way I’m sped ; 

If foes, they write ; if friends, they read me dead. 
Seized and tied down to judge, how wretched 1! 
Who can’t be silent, and who will not lie: 

To laugh, were want of goodness and of grace ; 
And to be grave, exceeds all power of fuce. 

I sit with sad civility ; I read 

With honest anguish, and an aching head ; 

And drop at last, but in unwilling ears, 

This saving counsel, ‘ Keep your piece nine years. 

‘ Nine years!’ cries he, who, high in Drury-tane, 
Lull’d by soft zephyrs through the broken pane, 
Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before term ends, 
Obliged by hunger and request of friends : 

‘ The piece, you think, is incorrect : why take it; 
I’m all submission ; what you’d have it make it.’ 

Three things another’s modest wishes bound, 

My friendship, and a prologue, and ten pound. 

Pitholeon sends to me ; ‘ You know his grace ; 

J want a patron ; ask him for a place.’ 
Pitholeon libell’d me—‘ but here’s a letter 
Informs you, sir, ’twas when he knew no better. 
Dare you refuse him Curl] invites to dine ? 
He’ll write a journal, or he'll turn divine.’ 
Bless me! a packet.—‘’Tis a stranger sues: 
A virgin tragedy, an orphan muse.’ 
If I dislike it, ‘ Furies, death, and rage!’ 
If I approve, ‘Commend it to the stage.” 
There (thank my stars) my whole commission ends, 
The players and I are, luckily, no friends. 
Fired that the house reject him, ‘’Sdeath! I'll print it, 
And shame the fools—your interest, kit, With Lana: 
‘ Lintot, dull rogue ! will think yout price Loo THOSD + 
‘ Not, sir, if you revise it, and retouch. 
All my demurs but double his attacks - — 
At last he whispers,‘ Do , and we £9 ΡΟΝ ΟΣ 
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¢slad of a quarrel, straight I clap the door, 
* Sir, let me sce your works and you no more.” 
"Tis sung, when Midas’ ears began to spring, 
(Midas, a sacred person and a king,) 
His very ininistcr, who spied them first, 
«(Some say his queen,) was forced to speak, or 
burst. 
And is not mine, my friend, a sorer case, 
When every coxcomb perks them in my face? 
A. Good friend, forbear! you deal in dangerous 
things, 
Τα never name queens, ministers, or kings ; 
Keep glose to ears, and those let asses prick, 
*Tis nothing—P. Nothing ? if they bite and kick ? 
Out with it, Dunciad ! let the seeret pass, 
That secret to cach fool, that he’s an ass : 
‘The truth once told (and wherefore should we lie ἢ 
The queen of Midas slept, and so may I. 
You think this cruel : take it for a rule, 
No creature smarts so little as a fool. 
Jet peals of laughter, Cedrus ! round thee break, 
Thou unconcern’d canst hear the mighty crack : 
Pit, box, and gallery, in convulsions hurl’d, 
Thou _stand’st unshook amidst a bursting world. 
Who shames a seribbler? Break one cobweb through, 
He spins the slight, self-pleasing thread anew : 
Destroy his fib or sophistry, in vain, 
The creature’s at his dirty work again, 
Throned on the centre of his thin designs, 
Proud of a vast extent of flimsy lines: 
Whom have I hurt ? has poet yet, or peer, 
Lost the arch'd eyebrow, or Parnassian sneer ? 
And has not Colly stil] bis lord and whore 7 
Hlis butchers Henly ? his free-masons Moore 7 
Poes not one table Bavius still admit ? 
‘tll to one bishop Phillips seem a wit? 
Stull Sappho—A. Hold; for God’ssake—you \\ offend 
- -Yo names—be calm—learn prudence of a friend . 
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T too could write, and I am twice as tall ; 
But fues like these—P. One flatterer’s worse than all. 
Of all mad creatures, if the learn‘d are night, 
It is the slaver kills, and not the bite. 
A fool quite angry is quite innocent : 
Alas ! tis ten times worse when they repent. 
One dedicates in high heroic prose, 
And ridicules beyond a hundred foes : 
One from all Grub street will my fame defend, 
And, more abusive, calls himself my friend. 
This prints my letters, that expects a bribe, 
And others roar aloud " Subscribe, subscribe !’ 
There are, who to my person pay their cougt: 
I cough like Horace, and, though lean, am short. 
Ammon’s great son one shoulder had too high, 
Such Ovid's nose, and, ‘Sir! you have an eye— 
Go on, obliging creatures, make me see 
All that disgraced my betters met in me. 
Say for my comfort, languishing in bed, 
4 Just so immortal Maro held his head ;’ 
And when I die, be sure you let me know 
Great IfJomer died three thousand years ago. 
Why did I write 7 what sin to me unknowz 
Dipp'd me in ink—my parents’ or my own ? 
As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 
{ lisp’d in numbers, for the numbers came ; ( 
I left no calling for this idle trade, 
No duty broke, no father disobey’d : 
The muse but served to ease some friend, not wife, 
To help me through this long disease, my life 
To second, Arbuthnot! thy art and care, 
And teach the being you preserved to bear. 
But why then publish 1 Granville the polite, 
And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could writes 
‘Well-natured Garth inflamed with early praise, 
And Congreve loved, and Swift endured, wy \3*s 
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield reed, 
E’en mitred Rochester would. nod the Nees 
2 


owes wuesswig νὰ ΔΌΣ WY κει 


From these the world will judge 
Not from the Burnets, Oldmixon 
Soft were my numbers : who c 
While pure description held the ] 
Like gentle Fanny's was my flow 
‘ A painted mistress, or a purling . 
Yet then did Gildon draw his ver 
I wish’d the man a dinner, and ss 
Yet thgn did Dennis rave in furio 
I never answer'd ; I was not in de 
If want provoked, or madness ma 
I waged no war with Bedlam or t 
Did some more sober critic con 
If wrong, I smilod ; if right, I kiss’ 
Pains, reading, study, are their jus 
And all they want is spirit, taste, : 
Commas and points they set exac' 
And ‘twere a sin to rob them of th 
Yet ne’er one sprig of laurel gract 
From slashing Bently down to pic 
Each wight, who reads not, and bt 
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The bard whom pilfer’d pastorals renown, 

Who turns a Persian tale for half a crown ; 

Just writes to make his barrenness appear, 

And strains from hard-bound brains eight lines a year: 
He who, still wanting, though he lives on theft, 
Steals much, spends little, yet has nothing left: 

* And he, who, now to sense, now nonsense leaning, 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning ; 
And he, whose fustian’s so sublimely bad, 

It is not poetry, but prose run mad: 

All these my modest satire bade translate, 

And ον ἃ that nine such poets made a Tate. . 

How did they fume, and stamp, and roar, and chafe, 

And swear not Addison himeelf was safe. 

Peace to all such! but were there one whose fires 

True genius kindles, and fair fame inspires ; 

Bless’d with each talent and each art to please, 

And born to write, converse, and live with ease; 

Should such a man, tog fond to rule alone, 

Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 

View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyes, 

And hate for arts that caused himself to rise ; 

Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer, 

And, without sneering, teach the rest to sneer; _ 

Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike, 

Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike ; 

Alike reserved to blame or to commend, 

A timorous foe, and a suspicious friend ; 

Dreading e’en fools, by flatterers besieged, 

And so obliging that he ne’er obliged ; 

Like Cato, give his little senate laws, 

And sit attentive to his own applause ; 

While wits and Templars every sentence raise, 

And wonder with a foolish face of praise— 

Who but must laugh, if such a man there bet 

Who would not weep, if Atticus were he ἢ 

What though my name stood rubric on the walls, 

Or pleeter'd posts, with claps, in capitals 1 


“αὐ μι) BAS FANE ΟΠ ΓΟ ΩΒ. IFOM ΤΙ 
Poems I heeded (now be-rhymed so 
No more than thou, great George ! a 
I ne’er with wits or witlings pass’d r 
To spread about the itch of verse an 
Nor like a puppy, daggled through t. 
To fetch and carry sing-song up and 
Nor at rehearsals sweat, and mouth’, 
With handkerchief and orange at my 
But sick of fops, and poetry, and pra 
To Bufo left the whole Castalian sta 
Proud as Apollo on his forked hill 
Sat full-blown Bufo, puff’d by every 
Fed with soft dedication all day long 
Horace and he went hand and hand 
His library (where busts of poets dea 
And a true Pindar stood without a hi 
Received of wits an undistinguish’d 1 
Who first his judgment ask’d, and th 
Much they extoll’d his pictures, mucl 
And flatter’d every day, and some da: 
Till, grown more frugal i in his riper di 
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Bless’d be the great ! for thoMthey take away, 

And those they left me—for they left me Gay: 

Left me to see neglected genius bloom, 

Neglected die, and tell it on his tomb ὁ 

Of all thy blameless life the 8016 retarn 

My verse, and Queensberry weeping o’er thy um { 
Oh, Iet me live my own, and die so too ! 

(To live and die is all I have to do:) 

Maintain a poet’s dignity and ease, 

And see what friends, and read what books I please: 

Above a patron, though I condescend 

Sometimes to cal] a minister my friend. 

I was not born for courts or great affairs : 

I pay my debts, believe, and say my prayers ; 

Can sleep without a poem in my head, 

Nor know if Dennis be alive or dead. 

Why am I ask’d what next shall see the light 7 
Heavens ! was I born for nothing but to write 7 
Has Jife no joys for me? or (to be grave) 

Have I no friend to serve, no soul to save ? 

41 found him close with Swift’—‘ Indeed! no doubt, 
Cries prating Balbas, ‘ something will come out.’ 
*Tis all in vain, deny it as I will; 

* No, such a genius never can lie still :’ ΄ 

And then for mine obligingly mistakes 

The first lampoon sir Will or Bubo makes. 

Poor, guiltless I! and can I choose but smile, 

When every coxcomb knows me by my style ? 

Cursed be the verse, how well soe’er it flow, 
That tends to make one worthy man my foe, 
Give virtue scandal, innocence a fear, 

Or from the soft-eyed virgin steal a tear: 

But he who hurts a harmless neighbour's peace, 

Insults fallen worth, or beauty in distress, 

Who loves a lie, lame slander helps about, 

Who writes a libel, or who copies out 4 

That fop, whose pride affects a patron's name, 
Yet absent, wounds an author's honcet fame 4 


ay, 
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Eve's tempter thus the rabbins have express’d, 
A cherub’s face, and reptile all the rest : 

Beauty that shocks you, parts that none will trust, 
Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the dust. 
Not fortutte’s worshipper, nor fashion’s fool, 

Not lucre’s madman, nor ambition's tool, 
Not proud, nor servile: be one poet’s praise, 
That, if he pleased, he pleased by manly ways ; 
. That flattery, e’en to kings, he held a shame, 
And thought a lie in verse or prose the same; 
That not in fancy’s maze he wander’d long, ᾿ 
But stoop’d to truth, and moralized his song ; 
That not for fame, but virtue’s better end, 

He stood the furious foe, the timid friend, 

The damning critic, half-approving wit, 

The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit : 

Laugh’d at the loss of friends he never had, 
The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad ; 
The distant threats of vengeance on his head, 
The blow unfelt, the tear he never shed ; ; 
The tale revived, the lie so oft o’erthrown, 
‘The imputed trash, and dulness not his own; 
The morals blacken’d when the writings ’scape, 
The libell’d person, and the pictured shape ; 
Abuse, on al] he loved, or loved him, spread, 

A friend in exile, or a father dead ; 

The whisper, that, to greatness still too near, 
Perhaps yet vibrates on his sovereign’s ear— 
Welcome for thee, fair virtue ! all the past : 
For thee, fair virtue! welcome e’en the last! 

A. But why insult the poor, affront the great? 

P, A knave’s a knave to me, in every state ; 
Alike my scorn, if he succeed or fail, 

Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail: 

A hireling scribbler, or a hireling pect, 

Knight of the post corrupt, or of the waixe 5 
If on a pillory, or near a throne, 
He gain his prince’s ear, or 1oce τῶν OFD- 


τὼ δευεεδιόυ --- 

Has drunk with Cibber, nay, has rnymvu 
Moore : 

Full ten years slander’d, did he once reply 7 

Three thousand suns-went down on Welsted’s | 

To please a mistress one aspersed his life ; 

He lash’d him not, but Jet her be his wife : 

Let Budgell charge low Grub strect on his quill! 

And write whate’er he pleased, except his will; 

Let the two Curlls of town and court abuse 

His father, mother, body, soul, and muse 

Yet why ? that father held it for a rule, 

It was a sin to call our neighbour fool : 

‘That harmless mother thought no wife a whore 

Hear this and spare his family, James Moore ! 

Unspotted names, and memorable long, 

If there be force in virtue or in song. 

Of gentle blood (part shed in honour's cause 
While yet in Britain honour had applause) 
Each parent sprung—A. What fortune, pray 7 

P. Their own 
And better got than Bestia's from the throne. 
“τ παι acide inheriting no strife, 
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© grant me thus'to'live, and thus to die? 

AVho sprung from kings shall know less joy than I. 
‘O friend ! may each domestic bliss be thine! 

Be no unpleasing melancholy mine’; 

_Me, let the tender office long engage, 

To rock the cradle of reposing age, 

With lenient arts extend a mother’s breath, 

Make languor smile, and smooth the bed of death:; 

Explore the thought, explain the asking eye, 

And keep awhile one -parent from the sky ! 

On cares like these if length of days attend, _ 

May Heaven, to bless those days, preserve my friend? 

Preserve him social, cheerful, and serene, 

And just as rich as when he served a queen! 
A. Whether that blessing be denied or given, 

Thus far was right ; the rest belongs to Heaven. 


So ] 


SATIRES AND EPISTLES 
‘OF 
HORACE, IMITATED. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The occasion of publishing these Imitations was the 
elamour raised on some of my Epistles. An answer 
from Horace was both more fuil, and of more dignity, 
than any I could have made in my own person: and 
the example of much greater freedom in so eminent @ 
divine as Dr. Donne, seemed a proof with what indig- 
nation and contempt a Christian may treat vice or 
folly, in ever so low or ever so high ἃ station. Both 
these authors were acceptable to the princes and mi- 
nisters under whom they lived. The satires of Dr. 
Donne I versified at the desire of the earl of Oriort, 
while he was lord treasurer, and of the duke we ; 

Shrewebury, who had been secretary of WA Lane ea 
of whom looked upon a satize OD Vicious COM 


odious as a libeller, for the same reas 
truly virtuous nothing is so hateful as 
Uni equus virtuti atque ejus ar 


Whoever expects 8 paraphrase of 
faithful copy of his genius, or manner 
these imitations, will be much disap 
author uses the Roman poet for little 
canvass: and if the old design or col 
to suit his purpose, it is well; if not, h 
own, without scruple or ceremony. | 
is so frequently serious where Horace 
at ease where Horace is disturbed. 1] 
regulates his movements no further o1 
than was necessary for his concurrence 
their common plan of reformation of m 

Had it been his purpose merely to 
ancient satirist, he had hardly made choi 
with whom, as a poet, he held little in 
sides a comprehensive knowledge of life 
and a certain curious felicity of expr 
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imitate, he has informed us in his advertisement. ΤῸ 
which we may add, that this sort of imitations, which 
are of the nature of parodies, adds reflected grace and 
splendour on original wit. Besides, he deemed it 
more modest to give the name of imitations to his sa- 
tire, than, like Despreaux, to give the name of satires 
to imitations. 


BOOK II.—SATIRE I. 
TO MR FORTESCUE. 


P. ΤΠΕΚΕ are (I scarce can think it, but am told) 
There are to whom my satire seems too bold; 
Scarce to wise Peter complaisant enough, 
And something said of Chartres much too rough. 
The lines are weak, another ’s pleased to say : 
Lord Fanny spins a thousand such a day. 
‘Timorous by nature, of the rich in awe, 
I come to counsel learned in the law: 
You ’ll give me, like a friend, both sage and free, ’ 
Advice: and (as you use) without a fee. 
F. I'd write no more. . 
P. Not write? but then I think, 
And for my soul I cannot sleep a wink. 
¥ nod in company, I wake at night, 
Fools rush into my head, and so I write. 
F. You could not do a worse thing for your life. 
Why, if the night seems tedious—take a wife: 
Or rather truly, if your point be rest, 
Lettuce and cowalip wine; probaium est. 
- But talk with CeJsus, Celsus will advise . 
Hartshorn, or something that shall close your eyes. 
Or, if you needs must write, write Ceasra prame, 
You ')) gain at Jeast a knighthood, or the bays. 
P. What, likesir Richard ‘rumbling rough θὰ Bere 
Wich arms,and Georgeand Brunewick crowd We NO 


a wus augeois {ΓΕΙΠΌΠΠΙ round his fallen hors 

F. Then all your muse’s softer art displa 
Let Carolina smooth the tuneful lay ; 

. Lall with Amelia's liquid name the Nine, 
And sweetly flow through all the royal line 

P. Alas! few verses touch their nicer ear 
They scarce can bear their laureat twice a 5 
And justly Cesar scorns the poet’s lays ; 

It is to history he trusts for praise. 

F. Better be Cibber, 11] maintain it still, 
Than ridicule all taste, blaspheme quadrille, 
Abuse the city’s best good men in metre, 
And laugh at peers that put their trust in Pet 
E’en those you touch not, hate you. 

P. What should ail ’em 7 

FRA hundred smart in Timon and in Bali 
The fewer still you name, you wound the mc 
Bond is but one, but Harpax is a score. 

P. Each mortal has his pleasure: none de: 
Scarsdale his bottle, Darty his ham-pie ; 
Ridotta sips and dances, till she see 
The doubling lustres dance as fast as she : 
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My head and heart thus flowing through my quill, 

Verseman or Proseman, term me which you will, 

Papist or Protestant, or both between, 

Like good Erasmus in an honest mean, 

In moderation placing all my glory, 

While Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 
Satire ’s my weapon, but I’m too discreet 

To run a-muck, and tilt at all I meet; 

I only wear it in a land of Hectors, 

Thieves, supercargoes, sharpers, and directors. 

Save but our army! and let Jove incrust 

Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlasting rust! 

Peace is my dear delight—not Fleury’s more: 

But touch me, and no minister so sore. 

Whoe’er offends, at some unlucky time 

Slides into verse, and hitches in a rhyme, 

Sacred to ridicule his whole life long, 

And the sad burthen of some merry song. 
Slander or poison dread from Delia’s rage ; 
Hard words or hanging, if your judge be Page : 

From furious Sappho scarce a milder fate, . 
P-x’d by her love, or libell’d by her hate. 
Its proper power to hurt, each creature feels; 
Bulls aim their horns, and asses lift their heels; 
"Tis a bear’s talent not to kick, but hug ; 
And no man wonders he’s not stung by pug. 
So drink with Walters, or with Chartres eat, 
They 1} never poison you, they ’l] only cheat. 
Then, learned sir! (to cut the matter short) 
Whate’er my fate, or well or ill at court ; 
Whether old age, with faint but cheerful ray, 
Attends to gild the evening of my day, 
Or Death’a black wing already be display’d, 
To wrap me in the universal shade ; 
Whether the darken’d room to muse invite, 
Or whiten’d wall provoke the skewer Lo WMS, 
Jn durance, exile, Bedlam, or the Mint, 
Like Lee or Budgell, 1 will rhyme and yuo 


P. What! arm’d tor virwe wu. pee. 
Brand the bold front of shameless guilty men; 
Dash the proud gamester in his gilded car ; 
Bare the mean heart that lurks beneath a star; 
Can there be wanting, to defend her cause, 
Lights of the church, or guardians of the laws‘ 
Could pension’d Boileau Iash in honest strain 
Flatterers and bigots e’en in Louis’ reign ? 
Could laureat Dryden pimp and friar engage, 
Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage ? 
And I not strip the gilding off a knave, 
Unplaced, unpension’d, no man’s heir or slave 
I will, or perish in the generous cause : 

Hear this, and tremble! you who ‘scape the la 
Yes, while I live, no rich or noble knave 
Shall walk the world in credit to his grave: 
Ta Virtue only and her friends a friend, 

The world beside may murmur or commend. 
Know, all the distant din that world can keep 
Rolls o’er my grotto, and but soothes my slee 
There, my retreat the best companions grace, 
Chiefs out of war, and statesmen out of plac 
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~ And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scribblers or peers, alike are mob to me. 
This is my plea, on this I rest my cause— 
What saith my counsel, learned in the laws? 
F. Your plea is good ; but still I say, beware! 
Laws are explain’d by men—so have a care. 
]t stands on record, that in Richard’s times 
A man was hang’d for very honest rhymes ; 
Consult the statute, quart, I think it is, 
Edwardi sezt. or prim. et quint. Eliz. 
See libels, satires—here you have it—read. 
P. Libels and satires ! lawless things indeed ! 
But grave epistles, bringing vice to light, 
Such as a king might read, a bishop write, 
Such as sir Robert would approve— 
- F. Indeed! 
The case is alter’>d—you may then proceed ; 
In such a case the plaintiff will be hiss’d, 
My lords the judges laugh, and you're dismiag'd. 


BOOK II.—SATIRE II. 
TO MR. BETHEL. 


Wruat, and how great, the virtue and the art 
To live on little with a cheerful heart ! 
(A doctrine sage, but truly none of mine ;) 
Let's talk, my friends, but talk before we dine. 
Not when a gilt buffet’s reflected pride 
Turns you from sound philosophy aside : 
Not when from plate to plate your eye-balls roll, 
And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 

Hear Bethel’s sermon, one not versed τὰ WOHATIA, 
But strong in sense, and wise without the thea. 
‘Go work, hunt, exercise; he thus be gar, 

‘Then scorn a homely dinner, if yOuce®- 


The pleasure lies in you, and not tlre m 
Preach as. I please, I doubt our curio 
Will choose a pheasant still before a he 
Yet hens of Guinea full.as geod I hold, 
Except you eat the feathers green and g 
Of carps and mullets why prefer the gre 
(Though cut in pieces ere my lord can ¢ 
Yet for small turbots such esteem profes 
Because God made these large, the othe 
Oldfield, with more than harpy throat en 
Cries, ‘ Send me, gods! «whole hog ba 
© blast it, south-winds ! till a stench ext 
k as the ripeness of a rabbit's tail. 
By what criterion do you eat, d’ye think 
If this is prized for sweetness, that for sti 
, Whenthe tired glutton labours through a 
He finds no relish in the sweetest meat ; 
He calls for something bitter, something : 
And the rich feast concludes extremely py 
heap eggs,.and herbs, and olives, still wi 
Thus much is left of old simplicity !° 
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Scll their presented partridges and fruits, 

And humbly live on rabbits and on roots ; 

One half-pint bottle sérves them both to dine ; 

And is at once their vinegar and wine. 

But on some lucky day (as when they found 

A lost bank bill, or heard their son was drown’'d,} 

At such a feast, old vinegar to spare, . 

15 what two souls so gencrous cannot bear: 

Oil, though it stink, they drop by drop impart, 

But souse the cabbage with a bounteous heart. 

He knows to live, who keeps the middle state, 
And neither leans on this side nor on that; !' 
Nor stops, for one bad cork, his butler's pay, 
Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away ; 

No: kets, like Nevius, every error pass, 

The musty wine, foul cloth, or greasy glass. 

Now hear what blessings temperance can bring: 

(Thus said our friend, and what he said I sing :) 

First health: the stomach (cranim’d from every dish, 

A tomb of boil’d and roast, and flesh and fish, 

Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid Jar, 

And all the man is one intestine war,) 

Remembers oft the schoolboy’s simple fare, 

The temperate sleeps, and spirits light as aiz. 

How pale each worshipful and reverend guest 
Rise from a clergy ora city feast! 

What life in all that ample body? say, 

What heavenly particle inspires the clay? 

The soul subsides, and wickedly inclines 

To seem but mortal e’en in sound divines. 

Qn morning wings how active springs the mind, 
That leaves the load of yesterday behind ! - 
How easy every labour it pursues! 

How coming to the poet every Muse* 

Not but we may exceed, some holy time, 

Or tired in search of truth, or search of rhymes 
HW! health some just indulgence may engste > 
And more the sickness of long life, old ἘΝ τ 
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For fainting age what cordial drop remains, 
lf our intemperate youth the vessel drains ? 

Our fathers praised rank venison. You suppose, 

Perhaps, young men! our fathers had no nose. 
Not so: a buck was then a week's repast, 
And ’twas their point, I ween, to make it last: 
More pleased to keep it till their friends could come, 
Than eat the sweetest by tliemselves at home. 
Why had not I in those good times my birth, 
Ere coxcomb-pies or coxcombs were on earth? 

Unworthy he the voice of fame to hear, 

That sweetest music to an honest ear, 

(For ’faith, lord Fanny! you are in the wrong, 
The world’s good word is better than a song ;) 
Who has not learn’d, fresh sturgeon and ham-pie 
Are no rewards for want and infamy ! 

When luxury has Jick’d up all thy pelf, 

Cursed by thy neighbours, thy trustees, thyself; 
To friends, to fortune, to mankind a shame, 
Think how posterity will treat thy name ; 

And buy a rope, that future times may tell 
Thou hast at least bestow’d one penny well. 

‘Right,’ cries his lordship, ‘for a rogue in nevd 

To have a taste, is insolence indeed : 
In me ’tis noble, suits my birth and state, 
‘My wealth unwieldy, and my heap too great.’ 
Then, like the sun, let bounty spread her ray, 
And shine that superfluity away. 
O impudence of wealth! with all thy store 
How darest thou Jet one worthy man be poor? 
Shall half the new-built churches round thee fall ἢ 
Make keys, build bridges, or repair Whitehall : 
Or to thy country let that heap be lent, 
As M**o’s was, but not at five per cent. 
Who thinks that fortune cannot change her mind, 
Prepares a dread{u) jest for all mankind. οὐ 
And who stands safest 1 tell me,is Whe — 
Jhat spreads and swells in pulls prosperv'y, 
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Or bless’d with little, whose preventing care 
In peace provides fit arms against a war ? 
Thus Bethel spoke, who always speaks his thought, 
And always thinks the very thing he ought : 
Ilis equal mind I copy what I can, 
And as I love, would imitate the man. 
In South-sea days not happier, when surmised, 
The lord of thousands, than if now excised ; 
In forest planted by a father’s hand, 
Than in five acres now of rented land. 
Content with little I can piddle here 
On brocol: and mutton, round the year; 
But ancient friends (though poor, or out of play) 
That touch my bell, I cannot turn away. 
*Tis true, no turbots dignify my boards, 
But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords ! 
To Hounslow-heath I point, and Bansted-down, 
Thence comes your mutton, and these chicks my own: 
From yon old walnut tree a shower shall fall ; 
And grapes long lingering on my only wall; 
And figs from standards and espalier join ; 
The devil is in you if you cannot dine: 
Then cheerful healths (your mistress shall have 
place,) 
And, what’s more rare, a poet shall say grace. 
Fortune not much of humbling me can boast ; 
Though double tax’d, how little have I lost! 
My life’s arnusements have been just the same, 
Before and after standing armies came. 
My lands are sold, my father’s house is gone. 
lll hire another's: is not that my. own, 
And yours, my friends? through whose free opening 
ate 
None comes too early, none departs too late ἃ 
(For I, who hold sage Homer's rule the best, 
Welcome the coming, speed the going guest.) .Ν 
‘Pray Heaven it last!’ cries Swift, " 85 you & Oh 
wish to God this house had been your OW " 


What'd property 1 dear Swift! you see εἰ αἱ 
From you to me, from me to Peter Walter; 
Or, in a mortgage, prove a lawyer's share ; 

Or, in a jointure, vanish from the heir; 

Or in pure equity (the case not clear) 

The Chancery takes your rents for twenty yea) 
At best, it falls to some ungracious son, 

Who cries, ‘ My father’s damn'd, and all ’s my 
Shades, that to Bacon could retreat afford, 
Become the portion of a booby Jord ; 

And Hemsley, once proud Buckingham’s deli 
Slides to a scrivener, or a city knight. 

Let lands and houses have what lords they w: 
Let us he fix’d, and our own masters still. 


BOOK I.—EPISTLE I. 
TO LORD BOLINGBROKE. 


Sr. Jonn, whose love indulged my labour 
tone + end chall bound my las! 
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Lest stiff and stately, void of fire or force, 
You limp, like Blackmore on a lord mayor's horse.’ 
Farewell then verse, and tove, and every toy, 

The rhymes and rattles of the man or boy ; 

‘What right, what true, what fit, we justly call, 

Let this be all my care—for this is all : 

To lay this harvest up, and hoard with haste, 

What every day will want, and most the last. 
But ask not to what doctors I apply ? 

Sworn to no master, of no sect am I: 

As drives the storm, at any door I knock, 

And house with Montagne now, or now with Locke ¢ 

Sometimes a patriot, active in debate, 

Mix with the world, and battle for the state; 

Free as young Lyttleton, her cause pursue, 

Still true to virtue, and as warm as truce: 

Sometimes with Aristippus, or St. Paul, 

Indulge my candour, and grow all to all, 

Back to my native moderation slide, 

And win my way by yielding to the tide. 

Long as to him who works for debt the day, 
Long as the night to her whose love’s away ; 
Long as the year’s dull circle seems to run, 
When the brisk minor pants for twenty-one ; 
So slow the unprofitable moments roll, 

That lock up all the functions of my soul ; 

That keep me from myself; and still delay 

Life’s instant business to a future day : 

That task which as we follow or despise, 

The eldest is a fool, the youngest wise: 

Which done, the poorest can no wants endure ; 

And which not done, the richest must be poor. 
Late as it is, I put myself to school, 

And feel some comfort, not to be a fool. 

Weak though I am of limb, and short of BE, 

Far from a lynx, and not a giant quite 5 

I'll do what Mead and Cheselden advite, 
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Set every child another song will sing, 

* Virtue, brave boys! ’tis virtue makes a king.’ 
rrue, conscious honour, is to feel no sin, 
He’s arm'd without that's innocent within ; 
Be this thy screen, and this thy wall of brass ; 
Compared to this, a minister ’s an ass. 

And gay, to which shall our applause belong, 
This new court-jargon, or the good old song? 
The modern language of corrupted peers, 

Or what was spoke at Cressy or Poitiers ? 

Who counsels best? who whispers, ‘ Be but great, 

With praise or infamy, leave that to fate ; 

Get place and wealth, if possible, with grace ; 

If not, by any means get wealth and place :’ 

For what? to have a box where eunuchs sing, 

And foremost in the circle eye a king: 

Or he, who bids thee face with steady view 

Proud fortune, and look shallow greatness through : 

And, while he bids thee, sets the example too? 

If such a doctrine, in St. James’s air, 

Should chance to make the well-dress’d rabble 
share; 

In honest S*z take scandal at a spark, 

That less admires the palace than the park : 

Faith I shall give the answer Reynard gave: 

41 cannot like, dread sire, your royal cave ; 

Because I see, by all the tracks about, 

Full many a beast goes in, but none come out’ 

Adieu to Virtue, if you ’re once a slave: 

Send her to court, you send ler to her grave. 

Well, if a king ’s a lion, at the least 
The people are a many-héaded beast ; 

Can they direct what measures to pursue, 

Who know themselves so little what to do? 

Alike in nothing but one lust of gold, 

Just half the land would buy, and half be wold. 
Their country’s wealth our mightier miseta dts, 
Cr cross, to plunder provinces, the WAN, 


mean, 
But give the knight (or give his lady) spleen ; 
‘Away, away! take all your scaffolds down, 
For snug ’s the word: my dear, we'll live in town’ 
At amorous Flavio is the stocking thrown 7 
That very night he longs to lie alone. 
The fool whose wife elopes some thrice a quarter, 
For matrimonial solace dies a martyr. 
Did ever Proteus, Merlin, any witch, 
Transform themselves so strangely as the rich ? 
Well, but the poor—the poor have the same itch; 
They change their weekly barber, weekly news, . 
Prefer a new japanner to their shoes ; 
Discharge their garrets, move their beds, and run 
(They know not whither) in a chaise and one;_ 
They hire their sculler, and when once aboard, 
Grow sick, and damn the climate—like a lord. 
You laugh, half-beau half-sloven if I stand, 
iWy wig all powder, and all snuf my band : 
You laugh, if coat and breeches strangely very, 
White gloves, and linen worthy \ady Mary ‘ 
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But when no prelate’s lawn, with hair-shirt lined, 

Is half so incoherent as my mind, 

When (each opinion with the next at strife ; 

One ebb and flow of follies all my life,) 

I plant, root up; I build and then confound ; . 
Turn round to square, and square again to round ; 
You never change one muscle of your face, 

You think this madness but a common case, 

Nor once to Chancery, nor to Hale apply ; 

Yet hang your lip to see a seam awry ! 

Careless how ill I with myself agree, 

Kind to my dress, my figure, not to me. 

Is this my guide, philosopher, and friend 7 

This he, who loves me, and who ought to mend? 
Who ought to make me (what he can, or none) 
That man divine whom Wisdom calls her own ; 
Great without title, without fortune blesa’d ; 

Rich δ᾽ ἐπ when plunder’d, honour’d while oppresa’d ; 
Loved without youth, and follow’d without power :: 
At home, though exiled ; free, though in the Tower ; 
In short, that reasoning, high immortal thing, 

Just less than Jove, and much above a king ; 

Nay, half in heaven—except (what's mighty odd) 

A fit of vapours clouds this demi-god ! 


we 


BOOK I.—EPISTLE VI. 
TO MR. MURRAY. 


This piece is the most finished of all his imitations, 
and executed in the high manner the Italian paintera 
call con amore ; by which they mean, the exertion of 
that principle which puts the faculties on the stretch, 
‘and produces the supreme degree of excellence. For 
the poet had al] the warmth of affection Cor the grea 
lawyerto whom it is addressed ; and, indeed, no ae 
ever more deserved to have a port for Ws {riend. 
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the obtaining of which, as neither vanity, party, may 
fear, had any share, so he supported his title to Ag by 
all the offices of true friendship.. 


“ΝΟΥ to admire, is all the art I know, 
To make men happy, and to keep them s0.’ 
(Plain trath, dear Murray, needs no flowers of speeeli, 
So take it in the very words of Creech.) 

This vault of air, this congregated ball, 
Self-centred sun, and stars that rise and fall, - 
There are, my friend! whose philosophic eyes 
Look through, and trust the Ruler with his skies ; 
To him commit the hour, the day, the year, 

And view this dreadful all without a fear. 

Admire we then what earth’s low entrails hold, 
Arabian shores, or Indian seas infold ; 

All the mad trade of fools and slaves for gold 7 
Or popularity ? or stars and strings 7 

‘The mob’s applauses, or the gifts of kings 7? 
Say with what eyes we ought at courts to gaze, 
And pay the great our homage of amaze ? 

If weak the pleasure that from these can spring, 
The fear to want-them is as weak a thing: 
Whether we dread, or whether we desire, 
χὰ either case, believe me, we admire ; 

Whether we joy or grieve, the same the curse, 
Surprised at better, or surprised at worse. 

‘Thus good or bad, to one extreme betray 

The unbalanced mind, and snatch the man away : 
sor virtue’s self may too much zeal be had ; 

The worst of madmen is a saint run mad. 

Go then, and if you can, admire the state 
Of beaming diamonds, and reflected plate; 
Procure a taste to double the surprise, 
sind gaze on Parian charms with learned eyes; 

Je struck with bright brocade, ot Tyran dye, 
Or birth-day nobles’ splendid livery. 
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If not so pleased, at council-board rejoice 
To see their judgments hang upon thy voice ; 
From morn to night, at senate, rolls, and hall, 
Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at all. 
But wherefore all this labour, all this strife ? 
For fame, for riches, for a noble wife 7 
' Shall one whom nature, learning, birth conspired 
To form, not to admire, but be admired, 
Sigh while his Chloe, blind to wit and worth, 
Weds the rich dulness of some son of earth 7 
Yet time ennobles, or degrades each line: 
It brighten’d Craggs’s, and may darken thine. 
And what is fame ? the meanest have their day : 
The greatest can but blaze, and pass away. 
Graced as thou art, with all the power of words, 
So known, so honour’d, at the house of lords : 
Conspicuous scene ! another yet is nigh 
‘More silent far,) where kings and poets lie: 
Where Murray (long enough his country’s pride) 
Shal]] be no more than Tully or than Hyde! 
Rack’d with sciatics, martyr’d with the stone, 
Will any mortal let himself alone ? 
See Ward by batter’d beaux invited over, 
And desperate misery lays hold on Dover. 
The case is easier in the mind’s disease ; 
There all men may be cured whene’er they please. 
Would ye be bless'd ? despise low joys, low gains ; 
Disdain whatever Cornbury disdains ; 
Be virtuous, and be happy for your pains. 
But art thou one, whom new opinions sway ? 
One who believes as Tindal leads the way, 
Who virtue and a church alike disowns, 
Thinks that but words, and this but brick and 
stones ? 
Fly then on all the wings of wild desire, 
Admire whate’er the maddest can admire. - 
ἦν wealth thy passion? Hence ' from pole to pole. 
Where winds can carry, or where waves can tol’ 


Add one round hundrea, anu ,.. - 
Add fifty more, and bring it to a squar 
For, mark the advantage ; just so man: 
Will gain a wife with half as many mo 
Procure her beauty, make that beauty 
And then such friends—as cannot fail 
A man of wealth is dubb’d a man οὖν 
Venus shall give him form, and Anstis 
(Believe me, many a German prince is 
Who proud of pedigree is poor of pur 
His wealth brave ‘Timon gloriously cc 
Ask'd for a groat, he gives a hundred 
Or if three ladies like a luckless play, 
Take the whole house upon the poet 
Now, in such cxigences not to need, 
Upon my word, you must be rich ine 
A noble superfluity it craves, 

Not for yourself, but for your fools 
Something, which for your honour 
And which it much becomes you tc 
If wealth alone then make and kee 
“at ail he getting, never, never r 
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Or if your life be one continued treat, 
If to live well means nothing but to eat; 
Up, up! cries gluttony, ’tis break of day, 
Go drive the deer, and drag the finny prey ; 
With hounds and horns go hunt an appetite— 
So Russel did, but could not eat at night ; 
Call'd happy dog ! the beggar at his door, 
And envied thirst and hunger to the poor. 

Or shall we every decency confound ; 
Through taverns, stews, and bagnios take our round ; 

70 dine with Chartres, in each vice outdo 

K—]’s lewd cargo, or Ty—y's crew; 

_ From Latian sirens, French Circean feasts, 
Return well travell’d, and transforin’d to beasts ; 
Or for a titled punk, or foreign flame, 

Renounce our country, and degrade our name ? 
If, after all, we must with Wilmot own, 

The cordial drop of life is love alone, 

And Swift cry wisely, Vive la bagatelle ! 

‘The man that loves and laughs, must sure do well. 
Adieu—if this advice appear the worst, 

E’en take the counsel which I gave you first: 

Or better precepts if you can impart, 

Why do; [°ll follow them with all my heart. 


BOOK Il.—EPISTLE I. 
. TO AUGUSTUS. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The reflections of Horace, and the judgments passed in 
hhis Epistle to Augustus, seemed so seasonable to the 
present times, that 1 could not help applying them Lo 
. the use of my own country. The author Thought them 
considerable enough to address them to his WANs, 
whom he paints with all the great and good ΕΑΝ 
of 2 monarch, upon whom the Romans depeniod 
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‘WHILE you, great patron of matskind! sustain - 


“The balanced world, and open ail the main; 
‘Your country, chief in arms, abroad defend; 
At home, with morals, arts, and laws amend ; 
How shall the Muse, from such a monarch steal 
An hour, and not defrand the public weal? 
Edward and Henry, now the boast of fete, 
And virtuous Alfred, a more sacred namie, 
After a life of generous toils endured, 
“The Gaul subdued, or property secured, 
Ambition humbled, mighty cities storm’d, 
Ὅτι law establish’d, and the world reform’d, 
Closed their long glories with a sigh, to find 
‘The unwilling gratitude of base mankind! 
All human virtue to its latest“breath 
Finds envy never conquer’d but by death. -- 
“The great Adcides, every labour past, 
Had still this monster te subdue at last : 
Sure fate of ail, beneath whose rising ray 
Each star of meaner merit fades away ! 
Oppress’d we feel the beam directly beat; 
“Those suns of glory please not till they set. . ᾿ 
To thee the world its present homage pays, 
‘The harvest early, but mature the praise : 
Great friend of liberty ! in. kings a name 
Above all Greek, above all Roman fame; 
‘Whese word is truth, as sacred and revered, 
As Heaven's own oracles from altars heard: 
Wonder of_kings! like whom, to mortal eyes, 
None e’er has risen, and none e’er shall rise. 
Just in one instance, be-it yet confese’d, 
Your people, sir, are partial in the rest: 
Foes to ail living werth except your own, 
And advocates for folly dead and gone. 


Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grew olds, | 


it is the rust we value, not the gold. 
Chaucer's -worat ribaldry is learn'd by τοῖα, 
And beastly Skekon heads of houses Quas: 


Though justly Greece nei cur. -- 
Why should not we be wiser than our sires 1 
In every: public virtue we excel; 
We build, we paint, we sing, we dance as w 
And learned Athens to our art must stoop, 
Could she bebold us tumbling through a hoo 
If time improve our wits as well as wine, 
Say at what age a poet grows divine ? 
Shall we, or shall we not, account him so, 
Who died perhaps, a hundred years ago? 
End all dispute ; and fix the year precise 
When British bards begin to immortalize 7 
* Who lasts a century can have no flaw ; 
I hold that wit a classic, good in law.’ 
Suppose he wants a year, will you comp 
And shal! we deem him ancient, right, and 
Or damn to all eternity at once, 
At ninety-nine a modern and a dunce ? 
‘We shall not quarrel for a year or two 
By courtesy of England he may do.’ 
Then by the rule that made the horse-ta 
I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 
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Forgot his epic, nay Pindaric art, 
But still I love the language of his lieart. 

‘ Yet surely, surely, these were famous men ! 
What boy but hears the sayings of old Ben ? 
In all debates where critics bear a part, 
Not one but nods, and talks of Jonson’s art, 
Of Shakspeare’s nature, and of Cowley’s wit $ 
How Beaumont’s judgment check’d what Fletcher 
How Shadwell hasty, Wycherley was slow ;_ (writ ; 
But, for the passions, Southern, sure, and Rowe. 
These, only these, support the crowded stage, 
From eldest Hey wood down to Cibber’s age.’ 

Alt this may be ; the people's voice is odd, 
Tt is, and it is not, the voice of God. 
‘To Gammer Gurton if it give the bays, 
And yet deny the Careless Husband praise, ᾿ 
Or say our fathers never broke ἃ rule ; 
Why then, I say, the public is a fool. 
But let them own, that greater faults than we 
They had, and greater virtues, I'll agree. 
Spencer himself affects the obsolete, 
And Sydney’s verse halts ill on Roman feet : 
Milton’s strong pinion now not Heaven can bound, 
Now serpent-like, in prose he sweeps the ground ; 
In quibbles, angel and archangel join, 
And God the Father turns a school divine. 
Not that I'd lop the beauties from his book, 
Like slashing Bentley with his desperate hook ; 
Or damn all Shakspeare, like the affected fool 
At court, who hates whate’er he read at school 

But for the wits of either Charles’s days, 
The mob of gentlemen who wrote with ease ; 
Sprat, Carew, Sedly, and a hundred more 
(Like twinkling stars, the miscellanies o’er,) 
One simile, that solitary shines 
In the dry desert of a thousand \ines, 
Or lengthen'd thought that gleams through Wes ~ 

Has sanctified whole poems for an 88:5. (eet 
Vou. Il. 4 


On Avon's bank, where flowers eternal t 
If I but ask if any weed can grow ; 
One tragic sentence if I dare deride, 
Which Betterton's grave action dignified, 
Or well-mouth’d Booth with emphasis pro 
(Though but, perhaps, a muster-roll of naw 
How will our fathers rise up in a rage, 
And swear al] shame is lost in George's ag 
You'd think no fools disgraced the former 
Did not some grave examples yet remain, 
Who scorn a Jad should teach his father sk 
And having once been wrong, will be so at 
He, who to seem more deep than you or J, 
Extols old bards, or Merlin’s prophecy, 
Mistake him not ; he envies, not admires, 
And to debage the sons exalts the sires. 
Had ancient times conspired to disallow 
What then was new, what had been ancier 
Or what remain’d, so worthy to be read 
By learned critics, of the mighty dead ? 

In days of ease, when now the weary sv 


Wiae ehanth'A end lienew with Charlea ren 
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On each enervate string they taught the note 
To pant, or tremble through an eunuch’s throat. 

But Britain, changeful as a child at play, 
Now calls in princea, and now turns away. 

Now Whig, now Tory, what we love we hate ; 
Now all for pleasure, now for church or state; - 
Now for prerogative, and now for laws; 

Effects unhappy ! from a noble cause. 

Time was, a sober Englishman would knock 
115 servants up, and rise by five o'clock ; 
Instruct his family in every rule, 

And send his wife to church, his son to school. 
To worship like his fathers, was his care ; 

To teach their frugal virtues to his heir ; 

To prove that luxury could never hold; 

And place on good security, his gold. 

Now times are changed, and one poetic itch 

Has seized the court and city, poor and rich ; 
Sons, sires, and grandsires, all will bear the bays; 
Our wives read Milton, and our daughters plays ; 
To theatres and to rehearsals throng, 

And al] our grace at table is a song. 

1, who so oft renounce the Muses, lie, 

Not ***’s self e’er cells more fibs than I; 

When sick of Muse, our follies we deplore, 

And promise our best friends to rhyme no more ; 
We wake next morning in a raging fit, 

And call for pen and ink to show our wit. 

He served a ’prenticeship, who sets up shop ; 
Ward tried on puppies, and the poor, his drop ; 
E’en Radcliffe’s doctors travel first to France, 
Nor dare to practise till they’ve learn’d to dance. 
Who builds a bridge that never dvove a pile? 
(Should Ripley venture, all the world would smile, 
But those that cannot write, and those who cen, 
All rhyme, and scraw), and scribble to & wan. 

Yet, sir, reflect, the mischief is not great 4 
These madmen never hurt the church of 8eX®- 


Flights of cashiors, or Movs Ne 2 τόν σι sa 
And knows no losses while the Muse is kind 
To cheat a friend, or ward, he leaves to Pete 
The good man heaps up nothing but mcre m 
Enjoys his garden and his book in quict ; 
And then—a perfect hermit in his dict. 

Of little use the man you may suppose, 
Who says in verse, what others say in prose 
Yet let me show a poct’s of some weight, 
And (though no soldier) useful to the state. 
What will a child learn sooner than a song ? 
What better teach a foreigner the tongue ? 
What's long or short, each accent where to 
And speak in public with some sort of grace 
I scarce can think him such a worthless thin 
Unless he praise some monster for a king :. 
Or virtue, or rcligion turn to sport, 

To please a lewd or unbelieving court. 
Unhappy Dryden !—In all Charles’s days, 
Roscommon only boasts unspotted bays ; 
And in our own (excuse some courtly strair 
No whiter page than Addison remains. 
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Not lat there are, who merit other palms ; 
Hopkins and Sternhold glad the heart with psalms, 
The boye and girla whom charity maintains, 
Jmplore your help in these pathetic strains : 
How could devotion touch the country pews, 
Unless the gods bestowed a proper muse ? 
Verse cheers their leisure, verse assists their work, 
Verse prays for peace, or sings down pope and Turk. 
The silenced preacher yields to potent strain, 
And fecls that grace his prayer besought in vain ; 
The blessing thrills through all the labouring throng, 
And heaven is won by violence of song. 

Our rural ancestors, with little blesa’d, 
Patient of Jabour when the end was rest, 
Indulged the day that housed their annual grain, 
With feasts, and offerings, and a thankful strain ; 
The joy their wives, their sons, and servants share,» 
Ease of their toil, and partners of their care : 
The laugh, the jest, attendants on the bowl, 
Smoothed every brow, and open’d every soul: 
With growing ycars the pleasing licence grew, 
And taunts alternate innocently flew. 
But times corrupt, and nature ill-inclined, 
Produced the point that left a sting behind ; 
Till, friend with friend, and families at strife, 
Triumphant malice raged through private life. 
Who felt the wrong, or fear’d it, took the alarm, 
Appeal’d to law, and justice lent her arm. 
At length by wholesome dread of statutes bound, 
The poets learn‘d to please, and not to wound ; 
Most warp'd to flattery’s side ; but some more nice, 
Preserved the freedom and forbore the vice. 
Hence satire rose, that just the medium hit, 
And heals with morals what it hurts with wit. 

We conquer’d France, but felt our captive’s charms , 
Her arts victorious triumph’'d o'er our arme 5 
Britain to soft refinements \ees ἃ foe, 

Wit grew polite, and numbers \carw ἃ to Clow. 
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Au BpIUyIVUE verse remain dg, and V 
Late, very late, correctness grew ou 
When the tired nation breathed fron 
Exact Racine, and Corneille’s noble 
Show’'d us that France had somethin 
Not but the tragic spirit was our ow: 
And full in Shakspeare, fair in Otwa 
But Otway fail’d to polish or refine, 
And fluent Shakspeare scarce efface 
E’en copious Dryden wanted, or for 
The last and greatest art, the art to t 
Some doubt, if equal pains, or equ 
The humbler muse of comedy requi: 
But in known images of life, I guess 
The labour greater, as the indulgenc: 
Observe how seldom e’en the best εἰ 
Tell me if Congreve’s fools are fools 
What pert low dialogue has Farquha 
How Van wants grace, who never w 
The stage how loosely does Astrza | 
Who fairly puts all characters to bed 
And idle Cibber, how he breaks the | 
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nselegs, worthless, and unhononr’d crowd : 

, to diaturb their betters mighty proud, 

ering their sticks before ten lines are spoke, 
for the farce, the bear, or the black-joke. 

t dear delight to Britons farce affords ! 

the taste of mobe, but now of lords! 

6, that eternal wanderer, which flies 

ι heads to ears, and now from ears to eyes :) 
play stands still; damn action and discourse, 
; fly the scenes, and enter foot and horse; 
ants on pageants, in long order drawn, 

3, heralds, bishops, ermine, gold, and lawn; 
champion too! and to complete the jest, 
Edward’s armour beams on Crbber’s breast. 
laughter sure Democritus had died, 

he beheld an audience gape so wide. 

ear or elephant be e’er so white, 

people sure, the people are the sight ! 
ickless poet! stretch thy lungs and roar, 
bear or elephant shall heed thee more ; 

e all ite throats the gallery extends, 

all the thunder of the pit ascends! 

. as the wolves, on Orca’s stormy steep, 

I to the roarings of the northern deep. 

és the shout, the long-applauding note, 
nin’s high plume, or Oldfield’s petticoat ; 
hen from court a birthday suit bestow'd, 

s the lost actor in the tawdry Joad. 

ἢ enters—hark ! the universal pea! ! 

has he spoken?’ Not a ayllable. 

t shook the stage, and made the people stare; 
's long wig, flower'd gown, and lacquer’d chair. 
t, lest you think I rally more than teach, 
raise malignly arts I cannot reach, 

ne for once presume to instruct the times 
now the poet from the man of rhymes: 

ΙΘ who gives my breast a thousand paine, 
ake me feel each passion that he feigns 4 
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Enrage, compose, with more than magic a 
With pity, and with terror, tear my heart, 
And snatch me o’er the earth, or through ἃ 
T’o Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and ' 
But not this part of the poetic state 
Alone, deserves the favour of the great: 
Think of those authors, sir, who would re 
More on a reader’s sense than gazer’s eye. 
Or who shal] wander where the Muses sin 
Who climb their mountain, or who taste the 
How shall we fill a library with wit, 
When Merlin’s cave is half unfurnish’d ye 
My liege! why writers little claim your | 
T guess ; and, with your leave, will tell the 
We poets are (upon a poct’s word) 
Of all mankind, the creatures most absurd 
The season when to come, and when to g 
To sing, or cease to sing, we never know ; 
And if we will recite nine hours in ten, 
You lose your patience just like other mer 
Then too we hurt ourselves, when, to defe 
A single verse, we quarrel with a friend ; 
Repeat unask’d; lament the wit 's too fine 
For vulgar eyes, and point out every line ; 
But most, when, straining with too weak a 


Bet We needs will write epistles to the king; 
:' And from the moment we oblige the town 
ἊΝ Expect a place or pension from the crown 
ἜΣ " Or, dubb’d historians by express command 

4.11} . ’ 

TR To enrol your triumphs o’er the seas and | 
. 4" Be call’d to court to plan some work divin 

Tae As once for Louis, Boileau and Racine. 
Ν 7 Yet think, great sir! (so many virtues sh 
ats λ' Ah! think what poct best may make them 
ites | Or choose at least some minister of grace, 
ft ΄' Fit to bestow the laureat’s weighty place. 


Charles, to late times to be \ranemied. 


tiny, Assign’d his figure to Bernini's care 5 
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And great Nassau to Kneller’s hand decreed 

To fix hin graceful on the bounding steed ; 

So well in paint and stone they judge of merit: 

But kings in wit may want discerning spirit. 

The hero William, and the martyr Charles, 

One knighted Blackmore, and one pension’d Quarles; 

Which made old Ben and surly Dennis swear, 

*No Lord’s anointed, but a Russian bear.’ 

Not with such majesty, such bold relief, 

The forme august, of king, or conquering chief, 

E’er swell’d on marble, as in verse have shined 

(In polish’d verse) the manners and the mind. 

O! could I mount on the Mzonian wing, 

Your arms, your act.ons, your repose to sing ; 

What seas you traversed, and what fields you fought ! 

Your country’s peace, how oft, how dearly bought! 

How barbarous rage subsided at your word, 

And nations wonder'd while they dropp’d the sword ! 

How, when you nodded, o’er the land and deep, 

Peace stole her wing, and wrapp'd the world in sleep 

Till earth’s extremes your meditation own, 

And Asia’s tyrants tremble at your throne— 

But verse, alas! your majesty disdains ; 

And I’m not used to panegyric strains : 

The zeal of fools offends at any time, 

But most of all, the zeal of fools in rhyme. 

Besides, a fate attends on all I write, 

That when I aim at praise they say [ bite. 

A vile encomium doubly ridicules : 

There’s nothing blackens like the ink of fools 

If true, a woful likeness; and if lies, 

‘ Praise undeserved is scandal in disguise ;’ 

Well may he blush, who gives it or receives ; 

And whon I flatter, let my dirty leaves 

(Like journals, odes, and such forgotten things 

As Euaden, Philips, Settle, writ of kings) 

Clothe spice, line trunks, or, fluttering in τος 
B-Sringe the raile of Bedlam and Soho. 


Φ 


Pran εοϊοποὶ, Cobham’s and yourcet 
You love a verse, take such as I ean ser 
A Frenchman comes, presents you w! 
Bows, and begine—' This lad, sir, is of 
Observe his shape hew clean! his locks 
My only son; I'd have him see the wer! 
His French is pure; his voice too—you 
Sir, he's your slave, for twenty pounds 
Mere wax as yet, you fashien him with 
Your barber, cook, upholaterer, what yo 
A perfeet genius at an opera song— 
To say too much might do my honour v 
Take him with all his virtues, on my we 
His whole ambition was te serve a lord 
sir, to you, with what would I not p 
Though, ’faith, I fear, "twill break his mot 
Once (and but once) I caught him in δ] 
And then, unwhipp’d, he had the graee | 
The fault he has I fairly shall reveal, 
(Gould you o’erlook but that) it ie, to ste 
If, after this, you took the gracefess la 
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Tired with a tedious march, one Ἰυς κίονα night, 

¥le slept, poor dog! and lost it to a doit. 

This put the man in such a desperate mind, 

Between revenge and grief, and hunger join’d, 

Against the foe, himself, and all mankind, 

He leap'd the trenches, scaled a castle wall, 

Tore down a standard, took the fort ard all. 

*Prodigious well!’ his great commander cried, 

Gave him much praise, and some reward beside, 

Next, pleased his excellence a town to batter, 

(Its name I know not, and tis no great matter :) 

‘Go on my friend,’ he cried, ‘see yonder walle! 

Advance and conquer! go where glory calle! 

More honours, more rewards, attend the brave.’ 

Don't you remember what reply he gave ? 

‘Do you think me, noble general, such a sot? 

Let him take castles who has ne’er a groat.’ 

Bred up at home, full early I begun 

To read in Greek the wrath of Peleus’ son. 

Besides, my father taught me from a lad, 

The better art, to know the good from bad: 

(And little sure imported to remove, 

To hunt for truth in Maudlin’s learned grove.) 

But knottier points, he knew not half so well, 

Deprived us soon of our paternal cell ; 

And certain laws, by sufferers thought unjust, 

Denied all posts of profit or of trust: 

Hopes after hopes of pious papists fail’d, 

While mighty William’s thundering arm prevail'd. 

For.right hereditary tax’d and fined, 

He stuck to poverty with peace of mind : 

And me the Muses help’d to undergo it ; 

Convict a papist he, and I a poet. 

But (thanks to Homer) since I live ond thrive, 

Indebted to no prince or peer alive, 

Sure I should want the care of ten Monroes, 

If J woald scribble, rather than repoec. 

Years following years steal something every 383 

At last mney steal us from ourselves awsy ἃ 


If every wneei ui ἐμαὶ ὦν... 
That turn'd ten thousand verses, now st 
But after all, what would vou have me : 
When out of twenty I can please not tw 
When this heroics only deigns to praise 
Sharp satire that, and that Pindaric lays 
One likes the pheasant's wing, and one 
The vulgar boil, the learned roast an eg 
Hard task! to hit the palates of such gu 
When Oldfield loves what Dartineuf de 
But grant I may relapse, for want of 
Again to rhyme: can London be the p 
Who there his muse, or self, or soul at 
In crowds, and courts, law, business, 
friends? 
My counsel sends to execute a deed : 
A poet-begs me I will hear him read : 
In Palace-yard at nine you'll find me t 
At ten for certain, sir, in Bloomsbury. 
Before the lords at twelve my cause c 
There's a rehearsal, sir, exact at one. 
‘O! buta wit can study i in the streets 


Ἐπεὶ tha mah ha 
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Blackmore himself, for any grand effort, 
Would drink and doze at Tooting or Earl’s-Court. 
How shall 1 rhyme in this eternal roar ? 
How match the bards whom none e’er: match’d 
before ! 
The man, who, stretch’d in Isis’ calm retreat, 
To books and study gives seven years complete, 
See! strow’d with learned dust, his nightcap on, 
He walks an object new beneath the sun! 
The boys flock round him, and the people stare: 
So stiff, so mute! some statue, you would swear, 
Stepp’d from its pedestal to take the air! 
And here, while town, and court, and city roars, 
With mobs, and duns, and soldiers at their doors ; 
Shall I, in London, act this idle part, 
Composing songs for fools to get by heart? 
The Temple late two brother sergeants saw, 
Who deem’d each other oracles of law ; 
With equal talents, these congenial souls, 
One lull’d the Exchequer, and one stunn’d the Rolls; 
Each had a gravity would make you split, 
And shook his head at Murray as a wit. 
*T was, ‘Sir, your law’—and ‘Sir, your eloquence,’ 
‘Yours, Cowper’s manner’—‘and yours, “Talbot's 
sense.’ 
Thus we dispose of all poetic merit, 
Yours Milton’s genius, and mine Homer's epirit. 
Call Tibbald Shakspeare, and he’]l swear the Nine, 
Dear Cibber ! never match’d one ode of thine. 
Lord ! how we strut through Merlin’s Cave, to see 
No poets there, but Stephen, you, and me.. 
Walk with respect behind, while we at ease 
Weave laurel crowns, and take what names we 
lease. - 
‘My dear Tibullus !’ If that will not do, 
Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you; 
Or, I’m content, allow me Dryden's strains, 
And you shall raise up Otway for yout punt 


- 


LO coun epr---- 
But let the fit pass o’er, I’m wise enuugu 
To stop my ears to their confounded stuf 
In vain bad rhymers all mankind rejec! 
They treat themselves with moet profour 
_*Tis to small purpose that you hold your 
Each, praised within, is happy all day lo 
But how severely with themselves proce 
The men who write such verse as we ca 
Their own strict judges, not a word they 
That wants or force, or light, or weight, 
Howe’er unwillingly it quits its place, 
Nay, though at court, perhaps, it may fi: 
Such they'll degrade ; and sometimes, i 
In downright charity revive the dead ; 
Mark where a bold, expressive phrase s 
Bright through the rubbish of some hu: 
Command old words that long have si: 
Words that wise Bacon or brave Ralei 
Or bid the new be English ages hence 
(For'use will father what’s begot by se 
Pour the full tide of eloquence along, 
(+t aura. and yet divinely stron; 
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Who, though the house was up, delighted sata, 

dieard, noted, answer’d, as in full debate: 

In all but this, a man of sober life, 

Yond of-bis friend, and civil to his wife; 

Not quite ἃ ‘madman, though a pasty fell’; 

And much too wise to walk into a well. 

‘Him, the damn’d doctors and his friends immured, 

‘They bled, they cupp’d, they purged ; ja short, they 
‘cured : 


‘Whereat the gentleman began to stere— 

~ My -friends!’ he cried, ‘p-x take you for zour 
-care ! 

‘That from a patriot of distinguish’d note, 

Have bled and purged me to ἃ simple vote.’ 

Well, on the whole, plain prese must-be my fate: 
‘Wisdom (curse On it) will-come soon or late. 
There is a time when poets will grew-dull: - 

i'll e’en leave verseste the boys at school; 
‘To rules of poetry no more confined, 

Tl learn te smooth and harmonize my mind, 
‘Teach every thought within its bounds to rofl, 
And keep the equal measure of the soul. 

Soon as I enter at my country door, __ 

My mind resumes the thread it dropp’d before; 
‘Thoughts which st Hyde-park-corner I-forgot, 
Meet and rejoin me, ia the pensive ‘grot; 
There all alone, and compliments apart, 

I ask these sober questions of my heart : 

If, when the more you drink, the more you crave, 
You tell the dector ; when the more you have, 
‘The more you want, why not with equal ease 
‘Confess as well your folly as disease 7 
The heart resolves thie matter in a trice, 

* Men enly feel the smart, but not the vice. 

When golden angels cease to cure the «τὰς 
You give all royal witchcraft'to the δοτὰ. - 
When servile chaplains cry, that birth wd BY 

Kadue « peer with honour, truth wat Gree 


Indeed, could wealth Destow us was vs ω..--. 
A grain of courage, or a spark of spirit, 

The wisest man might blush, I must agree, 
if D*** loved sixpence more than he. 

If there be truth in law, and use can give 
A property, that’s yours on which you live. 
Delightful Abs-court, if its fields afford 
Their fruits to you, confesses you its lord: 
All Worldly’s hens, nay, partridge, sold to to 
His venison too a guinea makes your own: 
He bought at thousands, what with better wii 
You purchase as you want, and bit by bit : 
Now, or long since, what difference will be { 
You pay a penny, and he paid a pound. 

Heathcote himself, and such large-acred n 
Lords of fat E’sham, or of Lincoln fen, 

Buy every stick of wood that lends them he; 
Buy every pullet they afford to cat. 

Yet these are wights, who fondly call their ¢ 
Half that the devil o’erlooks from Linculn-t 
The laws of God, as well as of the land, 
Abhor a perpetuity should stand : 
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Link towns to towns with avenucs of oak, 
Enclose whole downs in walls, 'tis all a joke ! 
Inexorable death shall level all, 
And trees, and stones, and farm, and farmer fall. 
Gold, silver, ivory, vases sculptured high, 
Paint, marble, gems, and robes of Persian dye, 
There are who have not—and, thank Heaven! there are 
Who if they have not, think not worth their care. 
Talk what you will of taste, my friend, you'll find 
Two of a face, as soon as of a mind. 
Why of two brothers, rich and restless one 
Ploughs, burns, mauures, and toils from sun to sun. 
The other slights, for women, sports, and wines, 
All Townshend's turnips, and all Grosvenor’s nines: 
Why one like Bu** with pay and scorn content, 
Bows and votes on in tourt and parliament ; 
One, driven by strong benevolence of soul, 
Shall fly like Oglethorpe, from pole to pole ; 
Is known alone to that Directing Power, 
Who forms the genius in the natal hour ; 
That God of nature, who within us still, 6 
Inclines our action, not constrains our will ; 
Various of temper, as of face or frame, 
Each individual : His great end the same. 
Yes, sir, how small soever be my heap, 
A part I will enjoy, as well as keep. 
My heir may sigh, and think it want of grace, 
A man 80 poor would live without a place : 
But sure ro statute in his favour says, 
How free or frugal I shall pass my days: 
I who at some times spend, at others spare, 
Divided between carelessness and care. 
Τί. one thing madly to disperse my store ; 
Another, not to heed to treasure more: 
Glad, like a boy, to snatch the firet good day, 
_ And pleased, if sordid want be far away. 
What is 't to me (a passenger God wor) 
Whether my vessel be first-rate or nov? 
Vor. 11. 8 


In power, wit, figure, virtue, fortune, place 
Behind the foremost, and before the last. 
‘But why all this of avarice ? I have no) 
I wish you joy, sir, of a tyrant gone ! 
But does no other lord it at this hour, 
As wild and mad? the avarice of power ? 
Does neither rage inflame, nor fear appal 
Not the black fear of death that saddens a 
With terrors round, can reason hold her | 
Despise the known, nor tremble at the un 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 
in spite of witches, devils, dreams and fir 
Pleased to look forward, pleased to leok | 
And count each birth-day with a grateful 
Has life no sourness, drawn so near its en: 
Canst thou endure a foe, forgive a friend 1 
Has age but mélted the rough parte away, 
As winter-fruits grow mild ere they deca 
Or will you think, my friend, your busines 
‘When, of a hundred thorns, you pull out 
Learn to live well, or fairly make your 
You've nlav'd. and loved. and ate. and dra: 
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Quid vetat et nosmet Lucili scripta legentes 
Que2tefe num illius, num rerum dura negarit 
Versiculos natura magis factos, et euntes 
Mollius? Hor. 
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Yes ; thank my stars ! as early as I knew 
This town, I had the sense to hate it too: 
Yet here, as e’en in hell, there must be‘still 
One giant-vice, so excellently ill, 
That all beside one pities, not abhors : 
As who knows Sappho, smiles at other whores. 
I grant that poetry’s a crying sin ; 
It brought (no doubt) the excise and army in: 
Catch’'d like the plague, or love, the Lord knows how, 
But that the cure is starving, all allow. 
Yet like the papist’s, is the poet’s state, 
Poor and disarm’d, and hardly worth your hate ? 
Here a lean bard, whose wit could never give 
Himself a dinner, makes an actor live : 


SATIRE II. 


Sir ; though (I thank God for it) I do hate 
Perfectly all this town : yet there’s one state 
ἴω all il] things, so excellently best, 
That hate tow'rds them, breeds pity tow’rds the rest. 
Though poetry, indeed, be such a sin, 
As I think, that brings dearth and Spaniards in: 
Though like the pestilence and old-fashion’d love, 
Ridlingly it catch men, and doth remove 
Never, till it be starved out ; yet their state 
Is poor, disarm’d, like papists, not worth hata. 4 
ne (like a wretch, which at the bax judged aa dens, 
Yer prompts him which stands next, and canncr Teh 
Aud s saves his life) gives idiot actora means = 
(Stqggng himself) to live by's \abour ἃ aceve®- 
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ἢ already dead, 

"te who cannot read. 
arved organ move, 
id mount above, 
Piring bellows blow: 
| pant below. 

38 No longer move : 
T maid to love; 

> siege they hold, 
and all but gold. 
mean reward to get, 
s for meat, 
and s0 have gtil] 
iting ill, 

> Wretched yet 
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hat it wag before ; 
nO more: 
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T pass o’er all those confessors and martyrs, 
Who live like S—tt—n, or who die like Chartres, 
Out-cant old Esdras, or out-drink his heir ; 
Out-usure Jews, or Irishmen out-swear; 

Wicked as pages, who in early years 

Act sins which Prisca’s confessor scarce hears. 
E’en those I pardon, for whose sinful sake 
Schoolmen new tenements in hell must make; 

Of whose strange crimes no canonist can tell 

In what commandment’s large contents they dwell. 

One, one man only breeds my just offence ; 

Whom crimes gave wealth, and wealth gave impu- 
dence : 

Time, that at last matures a clap to pox, 

Whose gentle progress makes a calf an ox, 

And brings all natural events to pass, 

Hath made him an attorney of an ass. 

No young divine, new-beneficed, can be 

More pert, more proudgmore positive than he. 

What further could I wish the fop to do, 

But turn a wit, and scribble verses too ? 

Pierce the soft labyrinth of a lady’s ear 

With rhymes of this per cent, and that per year ? 

΄ 


But these do me no harm, nor they which use, 
* * * * to out-usure Jews, 
To out-drink the sea, t’ outswear the letanie, 
Who with sins all kinds as familiar be 
As confessors, and for whose sinful sake 
Schoolmen new tenements in hell must make; 
Whose strange sins canonists could hardly tell 
In which commandment’s large receit they dwell. 
But these punish themselves. The insolence 
Of Coscus, only, breeds my just offence, 
Who time (which rots all, and makes botches por, 
And plodding on, must make a calf an ox) 
Hath made a lawyer; which (alas) of late, 
But scarce a poet: jollier of this state, 
Than are new beneticed ministers, he throws 
Like nets or lime-twign whereso'er he goes 


LANZUuage, WHICH DUICGS usin bY “κίεθετο as 
More rough than forty Germans when they 
Cursed be the wretch, so vena! and so va 
Paltry and proud, as drabs in Drury-lane. 
’Tis such a bounty as was never known, 
If Peter deigns to help you to your own : 
What thanks, what praise, if Peter but supp 
And what a solemn face, if he denies ! 
Grave, as when prisoners shake the head an 
*T was only suretyship that brought them th 
His office keeps your parchment fates entin 
He starves with cold to save them from the 
For you he walks the streets through rain Οἱ 
For not in chariots Peter puts his trust} 
For you he sweats and labours at the laws, 
Takes God to witness he affects your cause 
And lies to every lord in every thing, 
Like a king’s favourite—or like a king. 


------τ-,ο -Ὄόὄὸὦς.------------ΦΦ---- ΄--Ξ-π- - -σ- 


His title of barrister on every wench, 
And wooes in language of the Pleas and Be 
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These are the talents that adorn them all, 

From wicked Waters e’en to godly ** — 

Not more of simony beneath blaek gowns, 

Not more of bastardy in heirs to crowns. 

In shillings and in pence at first they deal ; 

And steal so little, few perceive they steal : 

Till, like the sea, they compass all the land, 
From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover strand. 
And when rank widows purchase luscious nights, 
Or when a duke to Jansen punts at White's, 

Or city heir in mortgage melts away, 

Satan himself feels far less joy than they. 
Piecemeal they win this ecre first, then that, 
Glean on, and gather up the whole estate ; 

Then strongly fencing ill-got wealth by law, 
Indentures, covenants, articles they draw, 

Large as the fields themselves, and larger fay 
Than civil codes, with all their glosses, are ; 

So vast, our new divines, we must confess, 
Are-fathers of the church for writing less. 


ere -ὦ..--«Ψὕὕ.00 


Like a wedge in a block, wring to the barre, 
Bearing like asses, and more shameless farre 

Than carted whores, lye to the grave judge : for 
Bastardy abounds not in king’s titles, por 

Simony ard Sodomy in churchmen’s lives, 

As these things do in him; by these he thrives. 
Shortly (as th’ sea) he'll compass al] the land, 
From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover strand. 
And spying heirs melting with luxury, 

Satan will not joy at their sins as he ; 

For (as a thrifty wench scrapes kitchen-stuffe, 
And barrelling the droppings and the snuffe 

Of wasting candles, which in thirty year, 

Reliquely kept, perchance buys wedding cheer) 
Piecemeal he gets lands, and spends as much time 

Wringing each acre, as maids pulling prime 

In parchment then, large as the fields, he drawe 

Assurances, big as gloss’d civil laws, 

So huge that men (in our times forwerdner) 
Are fathers of the church for writing λοι. 
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And all mankind might that just mean observe, 
In which none e’er could surfeit, none could starve. 
‘These as good works, "tis true, we all allow, 
But, oh? these works are not in fashion now - 
1158 rich old wardrobes, things extremely rare, 
¥xtremely fe, but what no man will wear. 
Thus much I've said, I trust, without offence; 
Let no court sycophant.pervert my sense, 
Nor sly informer watch these words to draw 
Within the reach of treason, or the law. 
SATIRE IV. 
WELL, if it be my time to quit the stago, 
Adieu to all the follies of the age! 
1 die in charity with fool and knave, 
. Secure of peace at least beyond the grave. 
I’ve had my purgatory hete betimes, 
And paid for all my satires, all my rhymes. 
The poet's hell, its tortures, fiends, and flames, 
To this were trifles, toys, and empiy names. 
With foolish pride my heart was never ὥρα, 
Nor the vain itch to admire, or be admired: 
I hoped for no commission from his grace; 
I bought no benefice, I begg’d no place: 


¥-qually hate. Means bless’d. In rich men's homes 
¥ bid kill some beasts, but no hecatombs ; 

None starve, none surfeit so. But (oh) we allow 
Good works as good, but out of fashion now, 

Vike old rich wardrobes. But my words none draws 
Within the vast reach of the huge statute's jawos. 


SATIRE IV. 


WELL; I may now receive, and dic. My sin 
Indeed is great; but yet I have been in 
A purgatory, such as fear’d Hell is 
A recreation, and seant map of this. 
_ _ My mind, neither with pride’s itch, not heath been - 
Poyson'd with love to see or to be seen, 


Could not put t to pay ewe 

Since ‘twas 80 ra design of gervil 

So wes iP nish’ ἃ, if full a8 ProU™ 

As prone t as neglige® f good, 
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ne, whom the mob, when next we find or make 

popish plot, shall for a Jesuit take, 

nd the wise justice starting from his chair 

ry, ‘By your priesthood tell me what you are 2 

Such was the wight: the apparel on his back, 

ho’ coarse, was reverend, and though bare, was black: 

he suit, if by the fashion one might guess, 

"85 velvet in the youth of good queen Bess, 

ut mere tuff-taffety what now remain’d ; 

time, that changes all things, had ordain’d! 

ur sons shall see it Jeisurely decay, 

irst turn plain rash, then vanish quite away. 

This thing has travell’d, speaks each language too, 

nd knows what’s fit for every state to do; 

Γ whose best phrase and courtly accent join’d, 

e forms one tongue, exotic and refined. 

alkers I've learn’d to bear; Morteux I knew, 

enley himself I’ve heard, and Budgel too. 

he doctor’s wormwood style, the hash of tongues 

pedant makes, the storm of Gonson’s lungs, 

he whole artillery of the terms of war, 

nd (all those plagues in one) the bawling bar; 

ee 

Then next the ’prentices ’gainst strangers rise ; 

ne, whom the watch at noon scarce lets go by: 

ne, to whom the examining just.ce sure aout cry, 

sir, by your priesthood, tell me what you are?” 

His clothes were strange, though coarse, and black, 
though bare, 

leeveleas his jerkin was, and had it been 

elvet, but twas now, (so much ground was seen) 

scome tuff-taffety ; and our children shall 

36 it plain rash a while, then nought at all. 

The thing hathtravail’d, and faith, speaks all tongues 

nd onl oweth what to ail states belongs, 

ade oft the accents, and best phrase of all these 

e speaks one language. If strange meats AiaHiere, 

rt can deceive, or hunger force my taste, 

ut pedants motly tongue, soldiers bombast, & 

suntebanks drug-tongue, nor the terme οἵ Lee, 

? strong enough preparatives to draw 


Make Scots spenk treason, cozen 8 
With royal favourites in flattery vic 
And Oldmixon and Burnet both ou 

He spies me out; I whisper, ‘Gr 
What sin of mine could merit suct 
That all the shot of dulness now n 
From this thy blunderbuss discharg 

‘Permit,’ he cries, ‘no stranger ti 
To crave your sentiment, if ——'s : 
What speech esteem you most?’ ὁ" 
“Βαϊ the best words 7" .-- O, sir, the 
‘You miss my aim! I mean the mo 
And perfect speaker ?’—‘ Onslow, καὶ 
‘ But, sir, of writers ?’—' Swift, for: 
Bat Hoadly for a period of a mile.’ 
‘Why yes, ’tis granted, these indeec 
Good common linguists, and so Pai 


ee, 
Me to hear this ; yet I must be cont: 
With his tongue, in his tongue call’ 

4 - . 3. 
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Nay, troth, the apostles (though perhaps too rough) 
Had once a pretty gift of tongues enough : 
Yet these were all poor gentlemen! I dare 
Affirm, ’twas travel made them what they were.’ 
Thus, others’ talents having nicely shown, 
He came by sure transition to his own: 
Till I cried out, ‘ You prove yourself so able, 
Pity ! you was not Druggerman at Babel ; 
For had they found a linguist half so good, 
I wnake no question but the tower had stood.’ 
‘ Obliging sir! for courts you sure were made: 
Why then for ever buried in the shade ? 
Spirits like you, should see and should be seen, 
The king would smile on you—at least the queen.’ 
‘ Ah, gentle sir! your courtiers so cajole us— 
But Tully has it, Nunquam minus solus : 
And as for courts, forgive me, if I say 
No lessons now are taught the Spartan way: 
Though in his pictures lust be full display’d, 
Few are the converts Aretine has made ; 
And though the court show vice exceeding clear, 
None should, by my advice, learn virtue there.’ 
At this entranced, he lifts his hands and eyea, 
Squeaka like a high-stretch’d lutestring, and replies 
‘Oh, "tis the sweetest of all earthly things 
To gaze on princes, and to talk of kings !’ 


By travail.’ Then, as if he would sold 

His tongue, he praised it, and such wonders told, 
That I was fain to say, ‘If you had lived, sir, 
Time enough to have been interpreter 

To Babel’s bricklayers, sure the tower had stood.’ 

He adds, ‘If of court life you knew the good, 

You would leave loneless.’ I said, ‘ Not alone 
My loneless is; but Spartanes fashion 

To teach by painting drunkards doth not last 
Now, Aretine’s pictures have made few chaste 4 
No more can princes courts (though there be few 
Better pictures of vice) teach me virwe- 


He like toa high-stretch'd \utestring equéaks,' Ὁ 
sweet to talk of kings.” ‘At Weatminatet 


’ 


ον 


vi) POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 


‘Then happy man who shows the tombe "" said I, 
' He dwells amidst the royal family; 
He every day from king to king can walk, 
Of all our Harrys,-all our Edwards talk ; 
And get, by speaking truth of monarchs dead, 
What few can of the living—ease and bread.’ 
‘Lord, sir, a mere inechanic! strangely low, 
And coarse of phrase,—your English all are so 
IIow elegant your Frenchmen!’ ‘Mine d’ye mean? 
I have but one; I hope the fellow ’s clean.’ 
“Ο! sir, politely so! nay, let me die, 
Your only wearing is your paduasoy.’ 
‘ Not, sir, my only, I have better still, 
And this you see is but my deshabille— 
Wild to get loose, his patience I provoke, 
Mistake, confound, object at all he spoke. 
But as coarse iron, sharpen’d, mangles more, 
And itch most hurts when anger’d to a sore 3 
So when you plague a foo), ’tis still the curse, 
You only make the matter worse and worse. 
He pass’d it o’er; affects an easy smile 
At all my pecvishness, and turns his style. 
Said I, ‘the man that keeps the Abbey-tombs. 
And for his price, doth with whoever comes 
Of all our Harrys and our Edwards talk, 
From king to king, and all their kin can walk: 
Your ears shall hear nought but kings ; your eyes meet 
Kings only: the way to it is King-street.’ 
Hesmack’d, and cried, ‘ He’s base, mechanique coarse, 
So are all your Englishmen in their discourse. 
Are not your Frenchmen neat?’ ‘ Mine, as you see, 
I have but one, sir, look, he follows me.’ 
‘ Certes they are neatly cloathed. I of this mind am, 
Your only wearing is your grogaram.’ 
‘ Not so, sir, 1 have more.’ Under this pitch 
He would not fly: I chaff’d him: but as itch 
Scratch’d into smart, and as blunt iron ground 
Jnto an edge, hurts worse . So, \ (Kool) found, 
Crossing hurt me. To fit my sullenness, 
die to another key his style doth dreas 
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le asks, ‘ What news?’ I tell him of new plays, 

New eunuchs, harlequins, and operas, 

He hears, and as a atill with simples in it, 

Between each drop it gives, stays half a minute, 

Loath to enrich me with too quick replies, 

By little, and by little, drops his lies. 

Mere household trash! of birthnights, balls, and 
shows, 

More than ten Hollinsheds, or Halls, or Stowes. 

When the queen frown’d, or smiled, he knows ; and 
what 

A subtle minister may make of that: 

Who sins with whom: who got his pension Tugs. 

Or quicken’d a reversion by a drug: 

Whose place is quarter’d out, three parts in four, 

And whether to a bishop, or a whore : 

Who, having lost his credit, pawn’d his rent, 

Is therefore fit to have a government : 

Who, in the secret, deals in stocks secure, 

And cheats the unknowing widow and the poor:. 

Who makes a trust of charity a job, 

And gets an act of parliament to rob: 

Why turnpikes rise, and now no cit nor clown 

Can gratis see the country, or the town: 


Ana asks what news; I tell him of new playes. 

He takes my hand, and as a still, which stayes 

‘A sembrief *twixt each drop, he niggardly, 

As loth to enrich me, so te Is many a ly. 

More than ten Hollensheds, or Halls, or Stows, 

Of trivial household trash, he knows. He knows 

When the queen frown’d or smiled! and he knows 

wnat 

A subtle statesman may gather of that : 

He knows who loves whom: and who by poison 

Hastes to an officer's reversion ; 

Who wastes in meat, in clothes, j in horse, he notes; 

Who loveth whores * 

He knows who hath sold his lands, and now FAO 
A licence, old iron, boots, shoes, ' and “Ἐς 
Shells to transport ; * ἰὴ 


W kal Jady 8 lace ἐδ wes πο το ποὶ 

As one of Woodward's patients, sick and so! 
I puke, I nonseate,—yet he thrusts in more : 
Trims Earope’s balance, tops the stateaman’s J 
‘And talks gazettes and postboys oer by heast. 
Like a big wife at sight of loathsome meat, . 
Ready to cast, I yawn, 1 sigh, I sweat 
Then as a licensed spy, who nothing can- 
Silence ar hurt, he libels every man ; 
Swears every place entail’d for years to come. 
In sure succession to the day of doom: 
He names the price of every office paid, 
And says our wars thrive ill, because delay'd: 


oo 

« * « * * * ghortly boys shall not pl: 

At span-counter, or blow-point, but shall pay 

Toll to some courtier; and wiser than 8119 

He knows what lady is not painted. ‘Thus 

He with home meats cloys me. 1 belch. 
spit, 

Look pale and sickly, like a patient, yet 

He thrusts on more, and as be had undertoo! 

~~ _ muna Ralciens without book, 
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Nay hintss’tis by connivance of the court, 
‘Phat Spain robs on, and Dunkirk’s still a port. 
Not more amazement seized on Circe’s guests, 
‘To sec themselves fall headlong into beasts, 
Than mine to fiad a subject staid and wise 
Already half turn’d traitor by surprise. 
I felt the infection slide from him to me; 
As in the pox, some give it to get free; 
And quick to swallow ine, metheught 1 saw 
One of our giant statutes ope its jaw. 

In that nice moment, as another lie 
Stood just a-ult, the minister came by. 
To him he flies, and bows, and bows again, 
Then, close as Umbra, joins the dirty train. 
Not Fannius’ self more impudently near, 
When half his nose is ip his prince’s ear. 


As the last day ; and that great officers 
Do with the Spaniards share, and Dunkirkers. 

I more amazed than Circe’s prisoners, when 
They felt themselves turn beasts, felt myself then 
Becoming traytor, and methought I saw 
One of our giant statutes ope its jaw 
ὁ suck me in for hearing him: 1 found 
That as burnt venemous teachers do grow sound 
By giving others their sores, I might grow 
Guilty, and be free: thereforo I did show 
All signs of loathing ; but since I am in, 

} must pay mine, and my forefathers sin 

To the last farthing. Therefore to my power 
Toughly and stubbornly I bear; but the hower 
Of mercy now was come: he tries to bring 

Me to pay-a fine to scape a torturing ; 

And says, ‘Sir, can you spare me—?’ I said, ‘willingly 
* Nay, sir, can you spare me a crown ? Thankfully 
Gave it, as ransom: but as fiddlers, still, 
Though they be peid to be gone, yet needs will 
Thrust one more jigg upon you; so did he 
With hie long complimented thanks vex me, 
But he is gone, thanks to his needy want, _ 
And the prerogative of my crown, wean 

Vou. IL & 


To wholesome solitude, the nurse of 
Where contemplation prunes her ruffl 
And the free soul looks down to pity 
There sober thought pursued the ama 
Till fancy colour’d it, and form’d a ἃ 
A vision hermits can to hell transpor! 
And forced e’en me to see the damn' 
Not Dante, dreaming all the infernal 
Beheld such scenes of envy, sin, and 
Base fear becomes the guilty, not the 
Suits tyrants, plunderers, but suits no 
Shall I, the terror of this sinful town, 
Care, if a liveried lord or smile or fr 
Who cannot flatter, and detest who | 
Tremble before a noble serving-man 
O my fair mistress, Truth! shall I q 
For huffing, braggart, puft nobility ? 
Thou, who since yesterday hast rol] 
The busy, idle blockheads of the bal 


His thanks were ended, when I (wk 
All the court fill’d with more strang 


ι 
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Hast thou, oh Sun! beheld an emptier sort, 

Than such as swell this bladder of a court ? 

Now pox on those that show a court in wax! 

It ought to bring all courtiers on their backs : 

Such painted puppets ! such a varnish’d race 

Of hollow gewgaws, only dress and face ! 

Such waxen noses, stately staring things— 

No wonder some folks bow, and think them kings. 
See! where the British youth, engaged no more, 

At Fig’s, at White’s, with felons, or a whore, 

Pay their last duty to the court, and come 

All fresh and fragrant, to the drawing-room ; 

In hues as gay, and odours as divine, 

As the fair fields they sold to look so fine. 

‘That ’s velvet for a king!’ the flatterer swears ; 

Tis true ; for ten days hence ’twill be king Lear's. 

Our court may justly to our stage give rules, 

That helps it both to fools’ coats and to fools. 

And why not players strut in courtiers’ clothes ? 

For these are actors too, as well as those: 


O Sun, in all thy journey, vanity, 

Such as swells the bladder of our court ? I 

Think he which made your waxen garden, and 
Transported it from Italy, to stand 

With us, at London, flouts our courtiers; for 

Just such gay painted things, which no sap, nor 

Taste have in them, ours are: and natura 

Some of the stocks are; their fruits bastard all. 

’Tis ten o’clock and past ; all whom the mues, 

Baloun, or tennis, diet, or the stews 

Had all the morning held, now the second 

Time made ready, that day, in flocks are found 

In the presence ; and I (God pardon me) 

As fresh and sweet their apparels be, as be _ 

Their fields they sold to buy them. For a king 

Those hose are, cried the flatterers: and bring 

Them next week to the theatre to sell. 

Wants reach all states : me seema they do aA wo ne 
At stage, as courts : all are players. Woe et . 
(For themaelyes dare not go) o'er Cheapests 


_ -- vpevs 2G COCTIRG 
wai in the ladies: how each pirate cyes 

So weak a vessel, and so rich a prize ! 
Top-gallant he, and she in all her trim, 

He boarding her, she striking sail to him : 

‘ Dear countess! you have charms all hearts t 
Aad ‘Sweet sir Fopling ! you have so much 
Such wits and beautics are not praised for not 
For both the beauty and the wit are bought. 

’*F would burst e’en Heraclitus with the spleen, 
To sce those antice, Fopling and Courtin: 
The presence seems, with things so richly odd, 
The mosque of Mahound, or some queer pagod 
See them eurvey their limbs by Durer’s rules, 
Of all beau-kind the best proportion’d fools ! 


OO id 


Shall find their wardrobes inventory. Now 

The ladios come. As pirates (which do know 

‘That there came weak ships fraught with cutcha 

The men board thom: and praise (as they tl 
well, 

Their beauties; they the men’s wits: both 
bought. 

Why good wita ne'a~ -—-- 
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Adjust their clothes, and to confession draw, 
Those venial sins, an atom, or a straw: - _ 
But, oh! what terrors must distract the soul 
Convicted of that mortal crime, a hole: 
Or should one pound of powder less bespread 
Those monkey-tails that wag behind their head. 
Thus finish'’d, and corrected to a hair, 

They march, to prate their hour before the fair. 
So first to preach a white-gloved chaplain goes, 
With band of lily, and with cheek of rose, 
Sweeter than Sharon, in immaculate trim, 
Neatness itself impertinent in him. 
Let but the ladies smile, and they are hless'd : 
Prodigious ! how the things protest ! protest ! 
Peace, fools, or Gonson will for papist seize you, 
If once he catch you at your Jesu! Jesu! 

Nature made every fop to plague his brother, 
Just ag one beauty mortifies another. τς 
But here’s the captain that will plague them both, 
Whose air cries, Arm! whose very look ’s an oath} 
The captain ’s honest, sirs, and that ’s enough, 
Though his soul ’s bullet, and his body buff. 


So in immaculate clothes and symmetry 

Perfect as circles, with such nicety 

As a young preacher at his first time goes 

To preach, he enters, and a lady which owes 

Him not.so much as good-will, he arrests, 

And un® her protests, protests, protests, 

So much as at Rome would serve to have thrown 

Ten cardinals into the Inquisition : 

And whispers by Jesu so oft, that a 

Pursuevant would have ravish’d him away 

For saying our lady’s Psalter. But tis fit 

That they each other plague, they menit it. 

But here comes Glorious that will plague ’em both : 

Who in the other extreme only doth 

Call a rough carelessness good fasmon. - _ 

Whose cloak his spurs teat, ot whom he πολ Wr 
He cares not, he. His i\\ words do no ham 
Tc him ; he rushes in, as if Arm, atm, 
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Has yet a strange ambition to look worse : 
Confounds the civil, keeps the rude in awe, 
Jests like a licensed fool, commands like law. 
Frighted, I quit the room, but leave it so 
As men from jails to execution go; 
For hung with deadly sins I see the wall, _ 
And lined with giants deadlier than them all : 
Each man an Askapart, of strength to toss 
For quoits, both Temple-bar and Charing-cro 
Scared at the grizly forms, I sweat, I fly, 
And shake all o’er, like a discover’d spy. 
Courts are too much for wits so weak as m 
Charge them with heaven’s artillery, bold divi 
From such alone the great rebukes endure, 
Whose satire 's sacred, and whose rage secur 


He meant to cry : and though his face be as i 

As theirs which in old hangings whip Christ, 

He strives to look worse ; he keeps all in aw 

Jests like a licensed foo], commands like law. 
Tired, now, I leave this place, and but ples 

As men from gaols to execution go, 

Go. thraueh the great chamber (why is it hun 
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Tis mine to wash a few light stains; but theirs 
To deluge sin, and drown a court in tears. 
Howe’er, what’s now Apocrypha, my wit, 

In time to come may pass for Holy Writ. 


ed 


EPILOGUE TO THE SATIRES, - 
IN TWO DIALOGUES. 


WRITTEN IN MDCCXXXVIII. 


DIALOGUE I. 


Fr. Not twice a twelvemonth you appear in print, 
And when it comes the court sees nothing in’t. 
You grow correct, that once with rapture writ, 
And are, besides, too moral for a wit. 

Decay of parts, alas! we all must fecl— 

Why now, this moment, don’t I see you steal ? 

"Tis all from Horace: Horace long before ye 

Said, ‘ Tories call’d him Whig, and Whigs a Tory ;? 

And taught his Romans in much better metre, 

“Τὸ laugh at fools who put their trust in Peter.’ 

But Horace, sir, was delicate, was nice ; 

Bubo observes, hie Jash’d no sort of vice: 

Horace would say, Sir Billy served the crown, 

Blunt could do business, Higgins knew the town; 

In Sappho touch the failings of the sex, 

In reverend bishops note some smal! neglects, 

And own the Spaniard did a waggish thing, 

Who cropp’d our ears, and sent them to the king. 

ΠῚ sly, polite, insinuating style 

Could please at court, and make Augustus smile : 

An artful manager, that crept between 

His friend and shame, and waa 8 kind of ecreen. 

But 'faith your very friends wil\ soon be πότος 
Patriots there are, who wish you ἃ jet NY τοῦτο 


fo τόρ PORTICAL WORKS 
And where's the glory 1 "twill he’ αν ΘΝ, 
‘The great man never Offer'd yélrt rout, 
‘Go wee Sir Robert— 
P. Seo Sir Rébert !—tenk— 
And never laugh—for all my life (ὁ come? 
Seen him 1 have, but in his happler hour 
Of social ploasure, ilFexchanged fir power 
‘Seen him, uncumber'd with ἃ vanal tribe, . 
‘Smile without art, arid win without a Bilbo. - 
Would he obligo me? let me only find, 6 
He docs not think me what be thinks mankind, 
Come, come, at all 1 laugh he langhs, no doubt; 
‘The only difference is, 1Yare laugh out. 
F. Why yes: with Βάλμι al you tay be fiee 
A horve-laugh, if you please, at honeaty ; 
A joke on Jekyll, or some odd'old Whig, Γ 
‘Who never changed his principle, or wig } 
A patriot is a fool in every age, 
‘Whom all lord chamberlains allow the stage? 
‘hese nothing horts: they keep their fhahion still 
And wear their strange old virtue es they will. 
If any ask you, ‘Who's the man yo mear 
His prince, that writes in verse, and has hie ot 
‘Why answer, Lyttleton; and I'll engage 
‘The worthy youth shall ne'er be in a ragét * - 
But wore his vorses vile, his whisper bese, 
‘You'd quickly find him in lord Fanny's case, 
Sejanus, Wolsey, hurt not honest Fleury, 
But well may put some stateamen in a fury. 
Laugh then at any, but at fools or foes; 
‘Thoec you but anger, and you mend not those. . 
Laugh at your friends, and, ifyour friends are sore, 
So much the better, you may jaugh the more. 
‘To vice and folly to confine the jest, 
Sets half the world, God knows, ageinat the rest ;” 
Did not the sneer of more impartial men 
At sense and virtue balance all agiin. " 
Judicious wits spread wide the τδισαλα,, 
And charitably comfort knave ani fool. 


More MNocent than J 
let, a God’, name, every fog ἃ knave 

Braced through life, ang flatter'g in hi 

© Why 507 if satire knows it. 


y 
w forsake th al]; 
Nd You kno en ? ©xactly when they fal) 
Satire in aj changes sp. 
ta] δ, ὅταν De 
aad soft, ints TeMoved to heaven 
© disgoiy, , TY sin forgiven, 
May some gentle isterial w 
δ, and place fore Near a king! 
here no Passion, Pride, o shame Sport, 
nepenthe of ἃ court; 
Vhere no "a, brothe » friends ain Ὁ 
ak thej, > OF stir th 


Who know how [ΚΘ wing u....—.. 

And when three sovereigns died could scarce b 
‘Considering what a gracious prince was next. 
Have I, in silent wonder, seen such things 
As pride in slaves, and avarice in kings ; 
And at a peer or peeress, shall | fret, 

Who starves a sister, or forswears a debt 7 
Virtue, I grant you, is an empty boast; 

But shall the dignity of vice be lost? 

Ye Gods ! shal] Cibber’s son, without rebuke. 
Swear like a lord, or Rich outwhore a duke’ 
A favourite’s porter with his master vie, 

Be bribed as often, and as often lie? 

Shall Ward draw contracts with a statesma) 
Or Japhet pocket, like his grace, a will? 

Is it for Bond or Peter (paltry things) 

To pay their debts, or keep their faith like | 
If Blunt dispatch’d himself, he play’d the m 
And so may’st thou, illustrious Passeran ! 
But shall a printer, weary of his life, 

Learn, from their books, to hang himeelf ar 
Thia. this, my friend, I cannot, must not be 


- satinn’a care 
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Dwell in a monk, or light upon a king, 
She’s still the same beloved, contented thing. 
Vice is undone, if she forgets her birth, 
And stoope from angels to the dregs of earth: 
But ’tis the fall degrades her to a whore ; 
Let greatness own her, and she’s mean no more: 
Her birth, her beauty, crowds and courts confess, 
Chaste matrons praise her, and grave bishops bless; 
In golden chains the willing world she draws, 
And hers the Gospel is, and hers the laws ; 
Mounts the tribunal, lifts her scarlet head, 
And sees pale Virtue carted in her stead. 
Lo! at the wheels of her triumphal car, 
Old England’s genius, rough with many a scar, 
Dragg’d in the dust! his arms hang idly round, 
His flag inverted trails along the ground ! 
Our youth, all liveried o’er with foreign gold, 
Before her dance : behind her craw] the old ! - 
See thronging millions to the pagod run, 
And offer country, parent, wife, or son! 
Hear her black trumpet through the land proclaim, 
That not to be corrupted is the shame. 
In soldier, churchman, patriot, man in power, 
*Tis avarice all, ambition is no more! 
See, all our nobles begging to be slaves! . 
See, all our fools aspiring to be knaves ! 
The wit of cheats, the courage of a whore, 
Are what ten thousand envy and adore: 
All, all look up, with reverential awe, 
At crimes that ’scape or triumph o’er the law: 
While truth, worth, wisdom, daily they decry~ 
‘Nothing is sacred now but villany.’ 

Yet may this verse (if such a verse remain) 
Show there was one who held it in disdain. 


ADd Ior tnat very cause I print to-day. 

How should I fret to mangle every line, 

In reverence to the sins of thirty-nine ! 

Vice with such giant-strides comes on amain, 
Invention strives to be before in vain; 

Feign what I will, and paint it e’er so strong, 
Some rising genius sins up to my song. 

F. Yet none but you by name the guilty lash; 
E’en Guthry saves half Newgate by a dash. 
Spare then the person, and expose the vice. 

P. How, sir! not damn the sharper, but the di 
Come on then, satire! general unconfined, 
Spread thy broad wing, and souse on all the kim 
Ye statesmen, priests, of one religion all! 

Ye tradesmen, vile, in army, court, or hall ! 
Ye reverend atheists.—F. Scandal ! name them, w 

P. Why that’s the thing you bid me not to do. 
Who starved a sister, who forswore a debt, 

I never named : the town’s inquiring yet. 

The poisoning dame—F’. You mean—P. I don’t. 
F. You do. 

_P. See, now I keep the secret, and not you! 
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?P. If not the tradesman who sets up to-day, 
Much less the ’prentice who to-morrow may. 
Down, down, proud satire ! though a realm be spoil’d, 
Arraign no mightier thief than wretched Wild: 
Or, if a court or country’s made a job, 
Go drench a pickpocket, and join the mob. 

But, sir, I beg you, (for the Jove of vice !) 
The matter’s weighty, pray consider twice: 


Ὁ Have you less pity for the needy cheat, 


The poor and friendiess villain, than the great? 
Alas ! the small discredit of a bribe 

Scarce hurts the lawyer, but undoes the scribe. 
Then better sure it charity becomes ὃ 

To tax directors, who (thank God) have plums ; 
Still better, ministers ; or, if the thing 

May pinch e’en there—why lay it on a king. 

F. Stop! stop! 

P. Must satire, then, nor rise nor fall? 
Speak out, and bid me blame no rogues at all. 

F. Yes, strike that Wild, I'll justify the blow, 

P. Strike ? why the man was hang’d ten years aga: 
Who now that obsolete example fears ? 

E’en Peter trembles only for his ears. 

F, What, always Peter? Peter thinks you mad ; 
You make men desperate, if they once are bad, 
Else might he take to virtue some years hence— 

P. As S—k, if he lives, wil] love the prince. 

F. Strange spleen to S—k! 

" P. Do I wrong the man? 
God knows, I praise a courtier where I can. 

When I confess there is who feels for fame, 
And melts to goodness, need I Scarborough name ἢ 
Pleased let me own, in Esher’s peaceful grove 
(Where Kent and nature vie for Pelham’s love,) 
The scene, the master, opening to my view, 
I sit and dream I see my Craggs anew ! 

Ἑ ν᾽ ἢ in a bishop I can epy desert , 
Secker is decent, Rundel haa 0 heart \ 


That instant, I declare, he nap .._, 
I shun his zenith, court his mild-decline ; 
Thus Somers once, and Halifax, were mine. 
Oft, in the clear still mirror of retreat, 
I studied Shrewsbury, thé wise and great ; 
Carleton’s calm sense, and Stanhope's noble fiame 
Compared, and knew their generous end the game 
IIow pleasing Atterbury’s softer hour! 
How shined the soul, unconquer’d in the Tower! 
IIow can I Pulteney, Chesterfield, forget, 
While Roman spirit charms, and Attic wit ? 
Argyle, the state’s whole thunder born to wield, 
And shake alike the senate and the field ? 
Or Wyndham, just to freedom and the throne, 
The master of our passions, and his own ? 
Names, which I Jong have loved, nor loved in τ 
Rank’d with their friends, and number’d with 
train. 

And if yet higher the proud list should end, 
Still let me say, no follower, but a friend. 

Yet think not, friendship only prompts my 


"sa + where she shines, I praise; 
ως Whie ar Tase 
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Fach widow asks it for the best of men, 
Yor him she weeps, for him she weds again. 
Praise cannot stoop, like satire, to the ground : 
The number may be hang’d, but not be crown’d. 
Fnough for half the greatest of these days, 
To escape my censure, not expect my praise. 
Are they not rich 7 what more can they pretend ? 
Dare they to hope a poet for their friend ? 
What Richlieu wanted, Louis scarce could gain, 
And what young Ammon wish’d, but wish’d in vain. 
No power the muse’s friendship can command ; 
No power, when virtue claims it, can withstand : 
To Cato, Virgil paid one honest line ; 
O let my country’s friends illumine mine — 
What are you thinking? F. ’Faith the thought ’ano sin, 
I think your friends are out, and would be in. 
P. If merely to come in, sir, they go out, 
The way they take is strangely round about. 
F. They too may be corrupted, you'll allow. 
P. I only call those knaves who are so now. 
i that too little 7 Come then, I'll comply—~ 
yirit of Arnall! aid me while I lie: 
wbham’s a coward, Polwarth is a slave, 
id Lyttleton a dark, designing knave ; 
John has ever been a wealthy fool——. 
t let me add, Sir Robert’s mighty dull, 
3 never made a friend in private life, 
{ was, besides, a tyrant to his wife. 
utepray when others praise him, do I blame ? 
Verres, Wolsey, any odious name! 
" rail they then, if but a wreath of mine, 
-accomplish’d St. John ! deck thy shrine 7 
iat ! shall each spur-gall’d hackney of the day, 
| Paxton gives him double pots and pay, 
th new-pension’d sycophant, pretend 
ak my windows, if I treat a friend, 
risely plead, to me they meant no hurt, | 
‘e my guest at whom they threw the Sr 
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‘Sure, if I spare the minister, no rules. 
Of homous bind me, not to-mau! his tacla 
Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be said’ 
‘His saws are toothless, and his hatchets 
It anger’ Turenne, onee upon a dey, 
‘To see a footman kiek’d that took his pay 
‘Bat when he heard the affront the fellow 
Knew one a man of honour, one a koave 
‘The prudent general turn’d it to a jost, 
‘And begg'd he'd take the pains to kiok th 
‘Which not at present having time to do— 
F. Hold, sit! for God's sake, where’ 
Kguinst your worship when had S—k wri 
‘Or P—ge pour'd forth the torrent of hia ¥ 
Os grant the bard whose dietich al] oomm 
[In power a servant,.out of power = friem 
‘Lo W—le guilty of some venial'sin ; 
‘What's that to you who ne'er was out no: 
‘The priest whose flattery bedropt the « 
‘How burt he you? he enly stain’d'the go 
‘And how did, pray, the florid youth offem 
‘Whose speech you took, and gave it to a 
P. ’Faith, itimports not much from-whe 
‘Whoever borrew’d δουϊὰ not be to blame 
Bince the whole house did afterwards the 
‘Let courtly wits to wite afford supply, 
‘As hog to bog in huts of Westphaly 
Tone, through nature’s bounty or his Kord 
Tins what the frugal, dirty soil affords, 
‘From him the next receives it, thick or th 
‘As pure a mess almost as it came ins 
‘The blessed beneft, not there confined, 
Drops to the third, who nuzzles close beh 
From taibto mouth, they feed and they cz 
‘The last full fairly gives it to the house. 
F. This filthy simile, thie benny ine 
Quite turns my stotmach— 
P. So does fe 
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And all your courtly civet-cats can vent, 
Perfume to you, to me is excrement. 
But hear me further—Japhet, 'tis agreed, 
Writ not, and Chartres scarce could write or read, 
In all the courts of Pindus guiltless quite : 
But pens can forge, my friend, that cannot write ; 
And must no egg in Japhet’s face be thrown, 
Because the deed he forged was not my own? 
Must never patriot then declaim at gin, 
Unless, good man! he has been fairly in ἢ 
No zealous pastor blame a failing spouse, 
Without a staring reason on his brows 7 
And each blasphemer quite eseape the rod, 
Because the insult’s not on man, but God ? 

Ask you what provocation I have had ? 
The strong antipathy of good to bad. 
When truth and virtue an affront endures, 
The affront is mine, my friend, and should be yours 
Mine, as a foe profess'd to false pretence, 
Who think a coxcomb’s honour like his sense ; 
Mine, as α friend to every worthy mind ; 
And mine as man, who feel for all mankind. 

F. You're strangely proud. 

P. So proud, ἔ am no slave; 

So impudent, I own myself no knave ; 
So odd, my country’s ruin makes me grave. 
Yes, I am proud : 1 must be proud to see 
Men not afraid of Ged, afraid of me: 
Safe from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne, 
Yet touch’d and shamed by ridicule alone. 

O sacred weapon! left for Truth’s defence, 
Sole dread of folly, vice, and insolence ! 
ΤῸ all but heaven-directed hands denied, 
The muse may give thee, but the gods must guide. 
Reverent I touch thee! but with honest zeal ; 
To rouse the watchmen of the public weal, 
To virtue’s work provoke the tardy hall, 

And goad the prelate slumbering in is wal, 
You, II. 1 


-- ποτὰ yu GEE away: 

All his grace preaches, all his lordship sing 
All that makes saints of queens, and gods c 
All, all but truth, drops dead-born from the 
Like the last gazette, or the last address, 

When black ambition stains a public cau: 
A monarch’s sword when mad vain-glory di 
Not Waller's wreath can hide a nation’s sc 
Not Boileau turn the feather to a star. 

Not so, when, diadem’d with rays divine, 
Touch’d with the flame that breaks from 

shrine, 

Her priestess muse forbids the good to die, 
And opes the temple of eternity. 
There, other trophies deck the truly brave, 
Than such as Anstis casts into the grave; 
Far other stars than * and ** wear, 
And may descend to Mordington from Stair ; 
(Such as on Hough's unsullied mitre shine, 
Or beam, good Digby, from a heart like thine 
Let envy howl, while heaven’s whole . 


ings, 
And hark at hawasee - * “- 
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EPISTLE VII. . 
Imuated in the Manner of Dr. Swift. 


’Tis true, my lord, I gave my word, 

I would be with you June the third ; 
Changed it to August, and (in short) 
Have kept it—as you do at court. 
You humour me when I am sick, 
Why not when I am splenetic ? 

In town, what objects could I meet ? 
The shops shut up in every street, 
And funerals blackening all the doors, 
And yet more melancholy whores : 
And what a dust in every place! 

And a thin court that wants your face, 
And fevers raging up and down, 

And W* and H** both in town! 

‘The dog-days are no more the case.’ 
Tis true, but winter comes apace: 
Then southward let your bard retire, 
Hold out some months ’twixt sun and fire, 
And you shall see, the first warm weather, 
Me and the butterflies together. 

My lord, your favours well I know: 
’Tis with distinction you bestow ; 

And not to every one that comes, 

Just as a Scotsman does his plums. 

‘Pray take them, sir—Enough ’s a feast: 
Eat some, and pocket'up the rest’ — 

What, rob your boys? those pretty rogues! 
‘No, sir, you'll l2ave them to the hogs.’ 
Thus fools with compliments besiege ye, 
Contriving never to oblige ye. 

Scatter your favours on a fon, 
Jngratitude ’s the certain crop) 


Ἄιλι ελλολι ὦ τ:..5.-- --- -  - 
Betwixt a guinea and a groat. 
Now this PJ] say, you'll find in τ 
A safe companion and a free; 
But if you’d have me always near- 
A word, pray, in your honour’s ea 
I hope it is your resolution 
Τὸ give me back my constitution ! 
The sprightly wit, the lively eye, 
The enguging smile, the gaiety, 
That laugh’d down many ἃ summ: 
And kept you up so oft till one ! 
And all that voluntary vein, 
As when Belinda raised my strain 
A weasel once made shift to sli 
In at a corn loft through a chink ; 
But having amply βία ἃ his skin, 
Could not get out as he got in; 
Which one belonging to the hous 
("Twas not a man, it was a mous 
Observing, cried, ‘ You "scape not 
Lean as you came, sir, you must | 
‘Me wens «maw enare vour applic: 
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So bought an annual rent or two, 

And lived——just as you see I do; 

Near fifty, and without a wife, 

I trust that sinking fund, my life. 

Can I retrench? Yes, mighty well, 

Shrink back to my paternal cell, 

A little house, with trees a-row, 

And, like its master, very low. 

There died my father, no man’s debtor, 

And there I'll die, nor worse nor better. 
To set this matter full before ye, 

Our old friend Swift will tell his story. 
* Harley, the nation’s great support’ 

But you may read it, I stop short. 


ri 


THE LATTER PART OF SATIRE VI. B. I1.* 


O CHARMING noons! and nights divine ! 
Or when I sup, or when I dine, 
My friends above, my folks below, 
Chatting and laughing all a-row, 
‘The beans and bacon set before ΟΣ, 

. The grace-cup served with all decorum: 
Each willing to be pleased, and please, 
And e’en the very dogs at ease! 

Here no man prates of idle things, 

How this or that Italian sings, 

A neighbour’s madness, or his spouse’s, 

Or what ’s in either of the houses: 

But something much more our concern, 

And quite a scandal! not to learn: 

Which is the happier, or the wiser, 

A man of merit, or a miser ? 

Whether we ought to choose our friends, 

For their own worth, or our own ende? 

i 

* See the first part in SwifV'a Poems. 
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Tell how the moon-be2m trembling falls, 

And tips with silver all the walls ; 

Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 

Groteeco roofs, and stucco floors: 

But let it (in a word) be said, 

The moon was up, and men a-bed, 

The napkins white, the carpet red ; 

The guests withdrawn had left the treat, 

And down the mice sat, ‘ téte a téte.’ 
Our courtier walks from dish to dish, 

Tastes for his friend of fowl and fish ; 

Tells all their names, lays down the law : 

* Que ca est bon! Ah, goutez ca! 

That jelly’s rich, this malmsey healing, 

Pray dip your whiskers and your tail ia. 

Was ever such a happy swain 7 

He stuffs, and swills, and stuffs again. 

* I’m quite ashamed—’tis mighty rude 

To eat so much—but all’s so good. 

I have a thousand thanks to give— 

My lord alone knows how to live.’ 

No sooner said, but from the hall 

Rush chaplain, butler, dogs and all: 

‘A rat, a rat! clap to the door—’ 

The cat comes bouncing on the floor. 

O for the heart of Ilomer’s mice, 

Or gods to save them in a trice! 

(It was by Providence they think, 

For your damn’d stucco has no chink.) 

* An’t please your honour,’ quoth the peasant, 

* This same desert is not so pleasant : 

Give me again my hollow tree, 

A crust of bread, and liberty !’ 
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Adieu! the heart-expanding bow], 

And all the kind deceivers of the soul ! 
But why? ah tell me, ah too dear! 

Steals down my cheek the involuntary tear Ἵ 
Why words so flowing, thoughts so free, 

Stop, or turn nonsense, at one glance of thee? 
Thee, dress’d in Fancy's airy beam, 

Absent I follow through the extended dream ; 
Now, now 1 cease, I clasp thy charms, 

And now you burst (ah cruel) from my arms! 
And swiftly shoot along the Mall, 

Or softly glide by the canal ; 
Now shown by Cynthia’s silver ray, 

- And now on rolling waters snatch’d away. 


eel 


ART OF ODE IX. OF BOOK IV. 
A FRAGMENT. 
Lest you should think that verse shall die, 
Which sounds the silver Thames along, 
Taught on the wings of truth to fly 
Above the reach of vulgar song ; 


Though daring Milton sits sublime, 
In Spenser native muses play ; 

Nor yet shall Waller yield to time, 
Nor pensive Cowley’s moral lay— 


Sages and chiefs, long since had birth 
Ere Ceasar was, or Newton named ; 
These raised new empires o’er the earth, 
And those new heavens and systems framed. 


Vain was the chief’s, the sage’s pride ! 
They had no poet, and they died ; 

In vain they schemed, in vain they bled! 
They had no rant, and are dead. 


Yrs, I beheld the Athenian queen 
Descend in all her sober charms ; 
And, ‘Take,’ she said, and smiled se 
‘Take at this hand cetestial arms. 
‘Secure the radiant weapons wield ; 
This golden lance shall guard dest 
And if ἃ vice dares keep the field, 
This steel shall stab it to the hear 


Awed, on my bended knees I fell, 
Received the weapons of the sky 
And dipp’d them in the sable well, 
The fount of fame or infamy. 
‘What well? what weapon?’ Flav 
¢ A, standish, steel and golden per 
It came from Bertrend’s, net the sk 
I gave it you to write again. 
‘But, friend, take heed whom you : 
You'll bring a house, I mean of 
Red, blue, and green, nay, white a) 
L***** and all about your ears. 
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. EPISTLE TO ROBERT, EARI. OF OXFORD, 
AND EARL MORTIMER. 


Sent to the Earl of Oxford, with Dr. Parnell’s Poems, 
published by our Author, after the said Earl's m- 
prisonment in the Tower and Retreat into the Coun- 
try, in the Year 1721. 


Sucn were the notes thy once-loved poet sung, 
rill death untimely stopp'd his tuneful tongue. 
Oh, just beheld, and lost : admired, and mourn'd! 
With softest manners, gentlest arts adorn’d ! 
Bless’d in each science, bless’d in every strain! 
Dear to the muse! to Harley dear—in vain! 

For him, thou oft hast bid the world attend, 
Fond to forget the statesman in the friend ; 
Por Swift and him, despised the farce of state, 
The sober follies of the wise and great ; 
Dexterous, the craving, fawning crowd to quit, 
And pleased to escape from flattery to wit. 

Absent or dead, still let a friend be dear, 

(A sigh the absent claims, the dead a tear,) 
Recall those nights that closed thy toilsome days, 
Still hear thy Parnell in his living lays, 

Who, careless now of interest, fame, or fate, 
Perhaps forgets that Oxford e’er was great ; 

Or, deeming meanest what we greatest call, 
Beholds thee glorious only in thy fall. 

And sure, if aught below the seats divine 
Can touch immortals, "tis a soul like thine: 

A soul supreme, in each hard instance tried, 
Above all pain, and passion, and all pride, 
The rage of power, the blast of public breath, 
The lust of lucre and the dread of death. 

In vain to deserts thy retreat is made ἃ me, 
The muse attends thee to thy silent shade: 

‘Tis hers the brave man’s latest steps to trat®,* 


Re judge his aets, and dignify diegriee. Ν 
SBA 


--«-αὐὐόὸέι 


ΨΥ ΠῈΣ LEED BOL λδεε κε δον 22 seers oom 
E’en now she shades thy evening 
(No hireling she, no prostitute to 
E’en now, observant of the partin 
Eyes the calm sunset of thy varic 
Through fortune’s cloud one trul; 
Nor fears to tell that Mortimer is 
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EPISTLE TO JAMES ΟἹ 
Secretary of State in the 

A sou ae full of worth, as vo 
Which nothing seeks to show, ΟἹ 
Which nor to guilt nor fear its Οἱ 
And boasts a warmth that from 1 
A face untaught to feign ; a judg 
That darts severe upon a rising | 
And strikes a blush through fron 
All this thou wert ; and being thi 
Know, kings and fortune cannot 
Then scorn to gain a friend by s 
-Nor wish to lose a foe these virt 
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Tus verse be thine, my friend, nor thou refuse 

iis, from no venal or ungrateful muse. 

hether thy hand strike out some free design, 
here life awakes and dawns at every line; 
blend in beauteous tints the colour’d mags, 

id from the canvass call the mimic face: 

:ad these instructive leaves, in which conspire 

esnoy's close art, and Dryden’s native fire: 

id reading wish, like theirs our fate and fame, 
mix’d our studies, and so join’d our name: 

ce them to shine through long succeeding age, 
just thy skill, so regular my rage. 

Smit with the love of sister arts we came, 

id met congenial, mingling flame with flame ; 

[6 friendly colours found them both unite, 

id each from each contract new strength and 

light. 

rw oft in pleasing tasks we wear the day, 

hile summer suns roll unperceived away! ) 

»w oft oar slowly-growing works impart, 

hile images reflect from art to art! 

iw oft review ; each finding, like a friend, 

mething to blame and something to commend ! 

What flattering scenes our wandering fancy 

wrought, 

me’s pompous glories rising to our thought ! 

gether o’er the Alps methinks we fly, 

ed with ideas of fair Italy. 

th thee on Raphael’s monument I mourn, 

wait inspiring dreams at Maro’s urn: 

th thee repose where Tully once was laid, 

seek some ruin’s formidable shade : 

hile fancy brings the vanish’d piles to view, 

d builds imaginary Rome anew. 

re thy well-studied marbles fix our eyc ; 

fading fresco here demands a sigh: 

ch heavenly piece unwearied we Compare, 

ch Raphacl’s grace with thy loved Guido 5 Wy 


Yet still how faint by precept is 
The living image in the painter’ 
Thence endless streams of fair | 
Strike in the sketch, or in the pi 
Thence beauty, waking all her f 
An angel’s sweetness, or Bridge 

Muse! at that name thy sacrex 
Those tears eternal that embalm 
Call round her tomb each objec: 
Each purer frame inform’d with 
Bid her be all that chcers or βοῇ 
The tender sister, daughter, frie: 
Bid her be all that makes manki: 
Then view this marble, and be v. 

Yet still her charms in breathi 
Her modest cheek shall warm a 
Beauty, frail flower that every se 
Blooms in thy colours for a thou 
Thus Churchill’s race shall othe 
And other beauties envy Worsle: 


Each pleasing Blount shall endl: 
Anda οὐ RalindAalso Aluch Faw noone 
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‘With Zeuxis’ Helen thy Bridgewater vie, 
And these be sung till Granville’s Myra die; 
Alas! how little from the grave we claim‘ 
“Thou but preserv’st a face, and I a name. 


eee 


EPISTLE TO MISS BLOUNT; 
With the Works of Votture. 


‘In these gay thoughts the loves and graces shine, 
And all the wnter lives in every line: 
His easy art may happy nature seem, 
‘Trifles themselves are elegant in him. 
Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate, 
‘Who without flattery pleased the fair and great; 
Still with esteem no less conversed than read ; 
With wit well-natired, and with books well-bred: 
His heart, his mistress and his friend did share ; 
His time, the muse, the witty, and the fair. 
Thus wisely careless, innocently gay, 
Cheerful he play’d the trifle, life, away ; 
Till fate, scarce felt, his gentle breath supprese’d, 
As smiling infants sport themselves to rest. 
E’en rival grits did Voiture’s death deplore, 
And the gay mourn'd who never mourn’d before; 
The truest hearts for Voiture heaved with sigha, 
Voiture was wept by all the brightest eyes : 
The smiles and loves had died in Veiture’s death, 
But that for ever-in his lines they breathe. 

Let the strict life of graver mortals be 
A long, exact, and serious comedy ; 
In every scene some moral let it teach, 
And, if it can, at once both pleasc and preach.' 
Let mine, an innecent gay farce appear, 
And more diverting still than regular, 
Have humour, wit, a native ease and ‘grace, 

Though not too strictly bound to time and placer 


Custom, grown DING WILn age, mus 
Your pleasure is a vice, but not yor 
By nature yielding, stubborn but fo: 
Made slaves by honour, and made | 
Marriage may all those petty tyran 
Bat sets up one, a greater, in their | 
Well might you wish for change by 
But the last tyrant ever proves the 
Still in constraint your suffering se) 
Or bound in formal, or in real chaiz 
Whole years neglected, for some n 
The fawning servant turns a haugh' 
Ah, quit not the free innocence of | 
For the dull glory of a virtuous wif 
Nor let false shows, nor empty title 
Aim not at joy, but rest content wit 

The gods, to curse Pamela with | 
Gave the gilt coach and dappled ΕἸ 
The shining robes, rich jewels, bed: 
And, to complete her bliss, a fool fc 
She glares in balls, front boxes, and 
A vain, unquiet, glittering, wretchec 
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This binds in ties more easy, yet more strong, 
The willing heart, and only holds it long. 

Thus Voiture’s* early care still shone the same, 
And Monthausier was only changed in name; 

By this, e’en now they live, e’en now they charm, 
Their wit still sparkling, and their flames still warm. 
Now crown’d with myrtle on the Elysian coast, 

Amid those lovers, joys his gentle ghost : 

Pleased, while with smiles his happy lines you 
view, 

And finds a fairer Rambouillet in you. 

The brightest eyes in France inspired his muse ; 

The brightest eyes in Britain now peruse ; 

And dead, as living, ’tis our author’s pride. 

Still to charm those who charm the world beside. 


EPISTLE TO THE SAME, 
On her leaving the Town after the Coronation, 1715. 


As some fond virgin, whom her mother’s care - 
Drags from the town to wholesome country air, 
Just when she learns to roll a melting eye, 

And hear a spark, yet think no danger nigh ; 
From the dear man unwilling she must sever, 
Yet takes one kiss before she parts for ever ; 
"Phus from the world fair Zephalinda flew, 
Saw others happy, and with sighs withdrew ; 
Not that their pleasures caused her discontent, 

She sigh’d, not that they stay’d but that she went. 
She went to plain-work, an¢ to purling brooks, 
Old-fashion’d halls, dul] aunts, and croaking rooks : 

She went from opera, park, assembly, play, 

To morning walks, and prayers three hours a-day ; 
To part her time ‘twixt reading and bohea, 

To muse, and spill her solitary tea Ὁ 
ee 


* Mademoiselle Pauict. 
Vor. IL 8 


06 POPE'S PORTICAL-WOREE. 


_ Or o'er cold coffes trifle with the spoon, - 
ἘΣ στ 


Up to her godly garret after seves, 

"Thove starve and pray for Ghats the way ¢o bt 
‘Some ‘equire, perhaps, you take delight te ra 

‘Whose game is whist, whose treat.a tonst im ax 


‘Makes love with nods, and knees beneath ἃ tal 
‘Whose laughs are hearty, though bie jea 


coarse, 
And loves you best of all things—bat his house 
In some fair evening, on your elbow laki, 
‘You dream of triumphs in the rural shade; 
In pensive thought recall the fancitd scene, 
See coronations rise on every green ; 
Before you pass the imoginary sights 
Of lorda, and earls, and dukes, and garter'd kai 
‘While the spread fan o'ershades your closing 
‘Then give one dirt, and all the vision fies, 
‘Thus vanish scoptres, coronets, and balla, 
‘And leave you in lone woods, or eekpty walla! 
‘So when your slave, at some dear idle time, 
Not plagued with headaches, or the want of αἱ 
‘Stands in the streets, abstracted from the crew, 
‘And while be seems to study, thinks of you; 
‘Just when his fancy paints your sprightly eyes, 
‘Or sees the blush of soft Parthenia rise, 
Gay pate my shoulder, und'you vanish quite, 
‘Streets, chairs, and coxcombs, rush upon my aig 
Vex'd to be still in towa I knit my brow, 
Look sour, and hum a tune, as you may now. 
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. THE BASSET-TABLE, 
AN ECLOGUE. 


CARDELIA. SMILINDA. 


CARDELIA. 
Tuk baseet-table spread, the tallier come ; 
Why stays Smilinda in the dressing-room ? 
Rise, pensive nymph ; the tallier waits for you. 
SMILINDA. 
Ah, madam, since my Sharper is untrue, 
i joyless make my once adored alphiew. 
I saw him stand behind Ombrelia’s chair, 
And whisper with that soft deluding air, 
And those feign’d sighs which cheat the list’ning fair. 
CARDELIA. 
Is this the cause of your romantic strains? 
A mightier grief my heavy heart sustains. 
As you by love, so I by fortune cross’d ; 
One, one bad deal, three septlevas have lost. 
SMILINDA 
Is that the grief which you compare with mine ? 
With ease the smiles of fortune I resign : 
Would all my gold in one bad deal were gone, 
Were lovely Sharper mine, and mine alone. 
CARDELIA. 
A lover lost, is but a common care ; 
And prudent nymphs against that change prepare : 
The knave of clubs thrice lost ; oh! who could guess 
This fatal stroke, this unforeseen distress ? 
SMILINDA. 
See Betty Lovet! very a-propos, 
She all the cares of love and play does know 
Dear Betty shall the important point decade ἃ 
Betty who oft the pain of each has tried. 


CARDELIA. 

Behold this equipage, by Mathers wi 
With fifty guineas (a great penn’worth) 
See, on the tooth-pick Mars and Cupid 
And both the struggling figures seem a 
Upon the bottom shines the queen’s br 
A myrtle foliage round the thimble-cas 
Jove, Jove himself does on the scissars 
The metal, and the workmanship, divin 

SMILINDA. 

This snuff-box ; once the pledge of ὃ 
When rival beauties for the present str 
At Corticelli’s he the raffle won ; 
Then first his passion was in public sh 
Hazardia blush’d, and turn'd her head 
A rival’s envy (all in vain) to hide. 
This snyff-box,—on the hinge see brilli 
This snuff-box will I stake ; the prize is 

CARDELIA. 

Alas! far lesser losses than I bear, 

Have made a soldier sigh, a lover swe 


Band ah tl eechat malas tha Aiaannn ieee 
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She, at whose name I shed these spiteful tears, 
She owes to me the very charms she wears, 

An awkward thing when first she came to town; 
Her shape unfashion’d, and her face unknown: 
She was my friend ; I taught her first to spread 
Upon her sallow cheeks enlivening red : 

I introduced her to the park and plays ; 

And by my interest, Cozens made her stays. 
Ungrateful wretch, with mimic airs grown pert, 
She dares to steal my favourite lover's heart ! 


CARDELIA. 


Wretch that I was! how often have I swore, 
When Wionnall tallied, | would punt no more! 
I know the bite, yet to my ruin run ; 

And see the folly, which I cannot shun. 


SMILINDA. 
How many maids have Sharper’s vows deceived ! 
How many cursed. the moment they believed ! 


Yet his known falsehoods could no warning prove : 
Ah! what is warning to a maid in love ?- 


CARDELIA. 
But of what marble must that breast be form’d, 
To gaze on Basset, and remain unwarm’d 7 
When kings, queens, knaves, are set in decent rank , 
Exposed in glorious heaps the tempting bank, 
Guineas, half-guineas, all the shining train ; 
The winner’s pleasure, and the loser’s pain: 
In bright confusion open rouleaus lie, 
They strike the seu], and glitter in the eye. 
Fired by the sight, all reason I disdain ; 
My passions rise, and will not bear the rein. 
Look upon Basset, you who reason boast ; 
And see if reason must not there be lost. 
SMILINDA. 
What more than marble must that heart COmMmpores 
Can hearken coldly to my Sharper's vows * 
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Then, when he trembles! when his blushes rise ! 
When awful love seems melting in his eyes ! 
With eager beats his Mechlin cravat moves : 
He loves,—I whisper to myself, ‘ He loves "ἢ 
Such unfeign’d passion in his looks appears, 
- I lose all memory of my former fears ; 
My panting heart confesses all his charms, 
I yield at once, and sink into his arms. 
Think of that moment, you who prudence boast ; 
For such a moment, prudence well were lost. 
CARDELIA. 

At the Groom-portcr's batter’d bullies play, 
Some dukes at Marybone bow! time away. 
But who the bow], or rattling dice compares 
To Basset’s heavenly joys, and pleasing cares ? 

SMILINDA. 

Soft Simplicetta dotes upon a beau ; 
Prudina likes a man, and laughs at show. 
Their several graces in my Sharper meet ; 
Strong as the footman, as the master sweet. 

- LOVET. . 

Cease your contention, which has been too Jong; 
I grow impatient, and the tea’s too strong. 
Attend, and yield to what I now decide ; 
The equipage shall grace Smilinda’s side : 
The snuff-box to Cardelia I decree ; 
Now leave complaining, and begin your tea. 


VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU. 
Un jour, dit un auteur, Fe. 

ὌΝΟΣ (says an author, where I need not say) 
Two travellers found an oyster in their way ; 
Both fierce, both hungry, the dispute grew strong, 
While, scale in hand,-dame Justice pass'd along. 

Before her each with clamour pleads the laws, 
Explain'd the matter, and would win the cause. 
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Dame Justice weighing long the doubtful right, 
Takes, opens, swallows it, before their sight. 

The cause of strife removed so rarely well, ἡ 

‘ There, take,’ says Justice, ‘take you each a shell. 
We thrive at Westminster on fools like you: 

*T was a fat oyster—Live in peace—Adicu.’ 


ANSWER TO THE FOLLOWING QUES. 
TION OF MRS. HOWE. 
*Wuart is prudery ?’—’Tis a beldam, 
Seen with wit and beauty seldom. 
“Tis a fear that starts at shadows : 
*Tia (no, ’tis n’t) like miss Meadows ; 
"Tis a virgin hard of feature, 
Old, and void of all good-nature ; - 
Lean and fretful; would seem wise ; 
Yet plays the fool before she dies. 
’Tis an ugly, envious shrew, 
That rails at dear Lepell and you. 


Occasioned by some Verses of 
HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF BUCKINGIIAM. 


Musk, ’tis enough: at length thy labour ends, 
And thou shalt live, for Buckingham commends. 
Let crowds of critics now my verse assail, 

Tet Dennis write, and nameless numbers rail : 

This more than pays whole years of thankless pain, 
Time, health, and fortune, are not lost in vain. 
Sheffield approves, consenting Phebus bends, 

And I and malice from this hour are friends. 


his Death. 

As when the hero, who in e 
Had braved the Goth, and mar 
Lay fortune-struck, a spectacle 
Wept by each friend, forgiven 
Was there a generous, a reflec! 
But pitied Belisarius old and b 
Was there a chief but melted 1 
A common soldier, but who cl 
Such, such emotions should in 
When press’d by want and we: 
Dennis, who long had warr’d ' 
Their quibbles routed, and defi 
A desperate bulwark, sturdy, fi 
Against the Gothic sons of fro: 
How changed from him who 
And shook the stage with thun 
Stood up to dash each vain pre 
Maul the French tyrant, or pul 
If there's a Briton then, true b: 
Who holds dragoons and woo: 
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With arts arising, Sophonisba rose : ‘ 
The tragic muse, returning, wept her woes. 
With her the Italian scene first learn’d to glow ; 
And the first tears for her were taught to flow. 
Her charms the Gallic muses next inspired : 
Corneille himself saw, wonder’d, and was fired. 

What foreign theatres with pride have shown, 
Britain, by juster tide, makes her own. 

When freedom is the cause, ’tis hers to fight; 
And hers, when freedom is the theme, to write: 
For this a British author bids again 

The heroine rise, to grace the British scene, 
Here, aa in life, she breathes her genuine flame ; 
She asks what bosom has not felt the same ? 
Ask of the British youth—Is silence there 7 

She dares to ask it of the British fair. 

To night our home-spun author would be true, 
At once to nature, history, and you. 
Well-pleased to give our neighbours due applause, 
He owns their learning, but disdains their laws. 
Not to his patient touch, or happy flame, 

’Tis to his British heart he trusts for fame. 
If France excel him in one free-born thought, 
The man, as well as poet, is in fault. 

Nature! informer of the poet’s art, 

Whose force alone can raise or melt the heart, 
Thou art his guide; each passion, every line, 
Whate’er he draws to please, must all be thine. 
Be thou his judge : in every candid breast, 
Thy silent whisper is the sacred test. 


o_o 


MACER :—A CHARACTER. 
WHueEn simple Macer, now of high renown, 
Firat sought a poet’s fortune in the town, 
not be persuaded to finish it, and that the CONTA 


lines were written by Mallet.—Dr. Johnson. 
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Twas all the ambition his high soul could feel, 

᾿ ΤῸ wear red stockings, and to dine with Steele. 
Some ends of verse his betters might afford ; 
And gave the harmless fellow a good word. 
Set up with these, he ventured en the town, 
And with a borrow'd play outdid poor Crown. 

, -There he stopp’d short, nor since has writ a tittle, 
But has the wit to make the most of little: 
Like stunted hide-bound trees, that just have got 
Sufficient sap at once to bear and rot. 
Now he begs verse, and what he gets commends, 
Not of the wits his foes, but fools his friends. —_ 

So some coarse country-wench, almost decay'd, 

Trudges to town, and first turns chambermaid ; 
Awkward and supple, each devoir to pay, 
She flatters her good lady twice a-day ; 
Thought wondrous honest, though of mean degree, 
And strangely liked for her simplicity : 
In a translated suit, then tries the town, 
With borrow’d pins, and patches not her own; 
But just endured the winter she began, 
And im four months a better’d harridan. 
Now nothing left, but wither’d, pale, and shrunk, 
To bawd for others, and go shares with punk. 


- 
ee 


TO MR. JOHN MOORE, 
Author of the celebrated Worm-Powder. 

How much, egregious Moore, are we 

Deceived by shows and forms! 
Whate’er we think, whate’er we see, 

All human kind are worms. 
Man is a very worm by birth, 

Vile, reptile, weak, and vain ! 
A while be crawls upon the earth, 

Then shrinks to earth again. 
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That woman is a worm, we find | 
F’er since our grandame’s evil ; 

She first conversed with her own kind, 
That ancient worm, the devil. 


The learn’d themselves we book-worms name; 
The blockhead is a slow-worm ; 

The nymph whose tail is all on flame, 
Is aptly term’d a glow-worm. 


The fops are painted butterflies, 
That flutter for a day ; 

First from a worm they take their rise, 
And in a worm decay. 


The flatterer an earwig grows ; 
Thus worms svit all conditions : 

Misers are muck-worms, silk-worms beaus, 
And death-watches physicians. 


That statesmen have the worm, is seen 
By all their winding play ; 

Their conscience is a worm within, 
That gnaws them night and day. 

Ah, Moore! thy skill were well employ‘d, 
And greater gain would rise, 

If thou couldst make the courtier void 
The worm that never dies. 


O learned friend of Abchurch-lane, 
Who setst our cntrails free ; 
Vain is thy art, thy powder vain, 
Since worms shal] eat e’en thee. 
Our fate thou only canst adjourn 
Some few short years, no morc ! 
F’en Button’s wits to worms shall turn, 
Who maggots were before. 
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SONG BY A PERSON OF QUAL: 
Written in the Year 1733. 


Fuurrenixa spread thy purple pinion 
‘Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart s 

Ta slave in thy dominions; 

jature must give way to art. 

‘Mila Arcadians, ever blooming, 
‘Nightly nodding o'er your flocks, 
‘See my weary days consumi 

All beneath yon flowery roc] 
‘Thus the Cyprian goddess weeping, 
‘Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth ; 

Him the boar, in silence creeping, 
Gored with unrelenting tooth. 
Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers ; 
Fair discretion, string tho lyre 
Soothe my ever-waking slumbers: 
Bright Apollo, lend thy choir. 
Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
‘Armd in adamantine chains, 
Lead me to the crystal mirrors, 
Watering soft Elysian plains. 
‘Mournful cypress, verdant willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia’s brows, 
Morpheus hovering o'er my pillow, 
‘Hear me pay my dying vows. 
‘Melancholy smooth 
Swifily purlin 


around, 
‘On thy margin lovern wander, 
With thy flowery chaplets crown’d. 
‘Thus when Philomeia drooping, 
Softly seeks her silent mate, 
Sea the bird of Juno stooping: 
‘Melody resigna to fate. 


MISCELLANIES. 117 


ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT. 


I xNow the thing that’s most uncommon ; 
(Envy, be silent and attend !) 

I know a reasonable woman, 
Ifandsome and witty, yet a friend. 


Not warp'd by passion, awed by rumour, 

Not grave through pride, nor gay through folly: 
An equal mixture of good-humour, 

And sensible soft melancholy. 


~ © Flas she no faults, then,’ Envy says, ‘ sir 7’ 
Yes, she has one, I must aver: 

When all the world conspires to praise her, 
The woman’s deaf, and does not hear. 


ON HIS GROTTO AT TWICKENHAM, 


Composed of Marble, Spars, Gems, Ores, and 
Minerals. 

Tiiou whoshaltdrop,where Thames translucent wave 
Shines a broad mirror through the shadowy cave; 
Where lingering drops from mineral] roofs distil, 
And pointed crystals break the sparkling rill, 
Unpolish’d gems no ray on pride bestow, 
And latent metals innocently glow : 
Approach. Great Nature studiously behold ! 
And eye the mine, without a wish for gold. 
Approach; but awful! lo! the Avgerian grot, 
Where, nobly pensive, St. John sat and thought ; 
Where British sighs from dying Wyndham stole, 
And the bright flame was shot through Marchmont's 
Let such, such only, tread this sacred floor, (soul. 
Who dare to love their country, and the poot. 


Ὧδ POFE'S POETICAL Wonite, 


TO MRS. NW. ΒΟΟΝ MER BIRTHL 
‘Ou, be thou bless’d with all that Heaven ca 


‘With added years, if life bring nothing new 
Bat like a sieve let every through, 
Sonme joy still ἴσαι, an each vain oar rane ἃ 


"Tis bat the faneral of the former year. 
Let joy or ease, let affluence or content, 
‘And the gay conscience of « life well spent 
Calm every thought, inspirit every grace, 
Glow in thy heart, and smile upon thy face. 
Lot day improve on day, and year on year, 
‘Without a pain, α trouble, or a fear; 
ΤῊ death unfek that tender frame destroy, 
In some soft dream, or ecstacy of joy. 
Peaceful sleep out the sabbath of the tomb, 
‘And wake to raptures in a life to come. 


TO MR. THOMAS SOUTHERS 
On his Birth-day, 1748, 

Reston’ to live, prepared to die, 
‘With not one sin bat poetry, 
‘This day Tom's fair account hes ran 
(Without a blot) to eighty-one, 
Kind Boyle, before his poet, lays 
A tuble, with a cloth of bays; 
‘And Ireland, mother of swoet singers, 


‘The mushrooms thow bi 
And for his judgment, \o! = pudden’ 
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Roast beef, though old, proclaims him stout, 
And grace, although a bard, devout. 

May Tom, whom heaven sent down te raise 
‘The price of prologues and of plays, 

Be every birth-day more a winner, 

Digest his thirty thousandth dinner ; 

‘Walk to his grave without reproach, 

And scorn a rascal and a coach. 


EO LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGUE* 


In beauty or wit, 
_No mortal as yet, 
To question your empire has dared 
But men of discerning 
Have thought that in learning, 
To yield to a lady was hard. 


Imapertinent schools, 
‘With musty dul! rules, 
Have reading to females denied: 
So papists refuse 
The Bible to use, 
Lest flocks should be wise as their guide. 


"T'was a woman at first - 

(Indeed she was cursed) - 
in knowledge that tasted delight, 

And sages 

That laws should decree 
To the first of possessers the right. 


* This panegyrie on Lady Mary Wortley Montague 
‘might have been suppressed by Mr. Pope, on account of 
her having satirized him in her verecs to the imitne οἵ 
Horace ; which abuse he returned in the first re 
the second book of Horace. 


From furious Sappho, scarce a milder fare, 
P—'d by her love, or VibelV'd by her bate. 


The knowledge of right and o 
But if the first Eve, 
Hard doom did receive 

When only one apple had she 
What a ponishment ne: 
Shall be found out for : 

Who tasting, have τοῦδ᾽ ἃ the ' 


EPISTLE IV, OF BOOK J, C 
EPISTLES.* 
A modern Imitati 


Say,t St. John, who alone pe 
With candid eye, the mimic n 
What schemes of politics, or . 
In Gallic lands the patriot dra 
Is then a greater work in han 
Than all the tomes of Haines 
“Οἱ shoots he folly as it flies 7 
Or catches manners as they ri 
Or, urged by unquench’d nati: 
gNaee St -Tahn Greenwich on 
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Where (emulous of Chartres’ fame) 
E’en Chartres’ self is scarce a name. 

* To you (the all-envied gift of heaven) 
‘The indelgent gods, unask’d, have given 
A form complete in every part, 
And, to enjoy that gift, the art. 
+ What could a tender mother's care 
Wish better to her favourite heir, 
Than wit, and fame, and lucky huurs, 
A stock of health, and golden showers, 
And graceful fluency of speech, 
Precepts before unknown to teach 7 
t Amidst thy various ehbs of fear, 
And gleaming hope, and black despair ; 
Yet let thy friend this truth impart ; 
A truth I tell with bleeding heart 
(In justice for your labours past,) 
§ That every day shall be your last ; 
That every hour you life renew 
Is to your injured country due. 

In spite of tears, of mercy spite, 
My genius still must rail, and write. 
Haste to thy Twickenham’s safe retreat, 
And mingle with the grumbling great: 
There, half devour’d by spleen, you ‘Il find 
The rhyming bubbler of mankind ; 
There (objects of our mutual hate) 
We'll ridicule both church and state. 
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ΕΕΕΕΕΕΕΕΕΕΕΕΕΕ ΕΠ formam 
Di tibi divitias dederunt, artemque fruendi. 

¢ Quid voveat dulci nutricula majus alumno, 
Qui sapere, et fari possit que sentiat, et cut 
Gratia, fama, vajetudo contingat abunde, 
. ow ew ew ele e 6) ποθὴ deficiente crumcna ? 

1 Inter spem curamque, timores inter et iras. 
Omnem credc diem tibi diluxisse su τοτ τα. ἡ 
Me pinguem et nitidum bene curat cule Vie, 
Cum ridere voles Epicuri de gre ge yorcuta. 
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EPIGRAM ON MRS. TOFTS, 
A handsome Woman with a fone Voice, tu very 
covetous and prowd.* 
So bright is thy beauty, so charming thy song, 
‘Auhad drawn both the boasts and thelrOrpbeas loa 
But such is thy avarice and such is thy pride, 
‘That the beasts must have starved, and the -post 
have died. 


EPIGRAM, 


. On one who made long Expitaphe.t 
Fareno, for your epitaphs I'm grieved: 
‘Where still so much is said, 
‘One half will never be believed, 
‘The other never read. 


TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 
On his pennting for me the Statues of Apollo, 
Venus, and Hercules. 
‘Waar god, what genius, did the peneil move 
‘When Koneller painted these ? 
“Twas Friendabip—warm as Phorbus, kind as Lov 
And strong as Hercules. 


5 This cpigram, first printed anonymously jm Stee) 
Gollection, and copied sn the Miseellanien of Swift + 

in aseribed το Pope by sir John Hawikins, in 
ry of Music—Mra. Tofts, who wae the daughter 
& person in the family of Hislop Burnet, i# eelehta 
‘as 8 singer little inferior, cither for hor voice oF mani 
to the best Italian won), She lived at the satend 
tion of the opera i 


Tt ia not generally known that the yacsom ἃ 
mucine ‘wis DF. Robert Friend, bead task oo 
Auiniter.ehool, ᾿ 


MISCELLANIES. 


A FAREWELL TO LONDON. 
In the Year 1715. 


Dear, damn’d distracting town, farewell! 
Thy fools no more I'll tease: 

This year in peace, ye critics, dwell, 
Ye harlots, sleep at ease. 


Soft B*** and rough C*****, adieu ! 
Earl Warwick make your moan, 
The lively H*****k and you 
May knock up whores alone. 


To drink and droll be Rowe allow’d 
Till the third watchman toll ; 

Let Jervis gratis paint, and Frowde 
Save three-pence and his soul. 


Farewell Arbuthnot’s raillery 
On every learned sot, 

And Garth, the best good christian he, 
Although he knows it not. 


Lintot, farewell; thy bard must go! 
Farewell, unhappy Tonson! 

Heaven gives thee, for thy loss of Rowe, 
Lean Philips, and fat Johnson. 


Why should Istay? Both parties rage ; 
My vixen mistress squalls ; | 

The wits in envious feuds engage ; 
And Homer (damn him !) calls. 


The love of arts lies cold and dead 
In Halifax’s urn; 

And not one Muse of all he fed, 
Has yet the grace to mourn. 


My friends, by turns, my friends confound, 
Betray, and are betray’d : 
Poor ¥***r's sold for fifty pound, 
And B******}) is a jade, 


ULL LONG, WI ἃ DUBY alr, 
Deep whimsies to contri 

The gayest valetudinaire, 
Most thinking rake alive 


Solicitous for others’ ends 
Though fond of dear re 
Careless or drowsy with m 
And frolic with my foes 
Luxurious lobster-nights, fi 
For sober, studious days 
And Burlington’s delicious 
For salads, tarts, and pe: 


Adieu to all but Gay alone 
Whose soul sincere and 
Loves all mankind, but flatt 
And so may starve with 


Se) 


A DIALOGL 
Pope. Since my old friend is 
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EPIGRAM, 
Engraved on the Collar of a Dog, which I gave to his 
Royal Highness. 


I am his Highness’ dog at Kew ; 
Pray tell me, sir, whose dog are you ? 


_ EPIGRAM, 


Occasioned by an Invitation to Court. 


In the lines that you sent are the muses and graces: 
You've the nine in your wit, and the three in your 
uces. 


ON AN OLD GATE 
Erected in Chisurck Gardens. 


O Gare, how camest thou here ? 
Gate. Iwas brought from Chelsea last year, 
Batter’d with wind and weather ; 
Inigo Jones put me together ; 
Sir Hans Sloane 
Let me alone: 
Burlington brought me hither. 
1742, 


A FRAGMENT. 


Wuar are the falling rills, the pendent shades, 
The morning bowers, the evening colonnades, 
But soft recesses for the uneasy mind 
To sigh unheard in, to the passing wind! 

So the struck deer, in some sequester’d part, 
Lies down to die (the arrow in his heart;) 
There hid in shades, and wasting day by day, 
Inly he bleeds, and pants his soul away. 
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VERSES LEFT BY MR. POPE, 


On his lying in the same Bed which Wilmot the 
brated Earl of Rochester slept in, at Adder 
then belonging to the Duke of Argyle, July 
1739. 


WITH no poetic ardour fired 
I press’d the bed where Wilmot lay ; 
That here he loved, or here expired, 
Begets no numbers grave or gay. 


But in thy roof, Argyle, are bred 
Such thoughts as prompt the brave to lie 
Stretch’d out in honour’s noble bed, 
Beneath a nobler roof—the sky. 


Such flames as high in patriots burn, 
Yet stoop to bless a child or wife ; 
And such as wicked kings may mourn, 

When freedom is more dear than life. 


VERSES TO MR. C. 
St. James’s Place, London, October 22. 


Few words are best; I wish you well ; 
Bethel, I’m told, will soon be here : 
- Some morning-walks along the Mall, 
And evening friends, will end the year. 


If, in this interval, between 
The falling leaf and coming frost, 
You please to see, on Twit’nam green, 
Your friend, your poet, and your host ; 


For three whole days you here may rest, 

From office, business, news, and strife ; 

And (what most folks would think a jest) 
Want nothing else, except yout wile. 
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EPITAPHS. 


His saltem accumulem donis, et fungar inani 
Muncere |! ViaG 


ON CHARLES EARL OF DORSET, 
In the Church of Withyam, in Sussez. 


Dorset, the grace of courts, the Muses’ pride, 
Patron of arts, and judge of nature, died. 
The scourge of pride, though sanctified or great, 
Of fops in learning, and of knaves in state : 
Yet soft his nature, though severe his lay; 
His anger moral, and his wisdom gay. 
Bless’d satirist ! who touch’d the mean so true, 
As show’d vice had his hate and pity too. 
Biess’d courtier! who could king and country please, 
Yet sacred keep his friendships, and his ease. 
Bless’d peer ! his great forefathers’ every grace 
Reflecting, and reflected in his race ; 
Where other Buckhursts, other Dorsets shine, 
And patrons atill, or poets, deck the line. 


ON SIR WILLIAM TRUMBALL, 

One of the principal Secretaries of State to King 
William the Third, who, having resigned his place, 
died in his Retirement at Easthamstead, in Berk- 
shire, 1716. 

A PLEASING form; a firm, yet cautious mind ; 
Sincere, though prudent ; constant, yet resign’d; 
Honour unchanged, a principle profess’d, 

Fix’d to one side, but moderate to the rest : 

An honest courtier, yet a patriot too ; 

Just to his prince, and to his country true: 

Fill’d with the sense of age, the fire of youth, 

A scorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth. 


eee 


ON THE HON. SIM 


Only Son of the Lord Cha: 
Church of Stanton-Harcor 


To this sad shrine, whoe’e; 
Here lies the friend most love 
Who ne’er knew joy but frien 
Or gave his father grief but w: 

How vain is reason, eloque: 
If Pope rust tell what Harcot 
Oh let thy once-loved friend i, 
And with a father’s sorrows n 


Eee 


ON JAMES CRAC 
In Westminster 


JACOBUS CR, 
REGI MAGN BRITANN 


ἘΡΙΤΆΑΡΙ5, 1928 


INTENDED FOR MR. ROWB, 
In Westminster Abbcy. 

"Jury reliques, Rowe, to this fair urn we trusty. 
‘And, sacred, place by Dryden's awfnl dust : 
Beneath a rude and nameless stone he lies, 

To which thy tomb shall guide inquiring eyes. 
Peace to thy gentle shade, and endless rest! 
Bless’d in thy genius, in thy Jove too blegg’d ! 
One grateful woman to thy fame supplieg 
What a whole thankless land to his denies. 


ON MRS. CORBET, 
Who died of a Cancer in her Breast. 


IIERE rests a woman, good without pretence, 
Bless’d with plain reason, and with sober sense; 
No conquest she, but o’er herself, desired, 

No arts essay’d, but not to be admired. 
Passion and pride were to her sou! unknown, 
Convinced that virtue only is our own. 

So unaffected, so composed ἃ mind; 

So firm, yet soft ; so strong, yet so refined ; 
¥Ieaven, as its purest gold, by tortures tried, ' 
‘The saint sustain’d it, but the woman died. 


ON THE MONUMENT OF TIF 
HONOURABLE ROBERT DIGBY, 
AND OF HIS SISTER MARY, 


Erected by their Father, the Lord Digby, in the Church 
of Sherborne, in Dorsetshire, 1727. 


Go! fair example of untainted youth, 
Of modest wisdom, and pacific truth ; 
Composed in sufferings; and in joy sedate, 
Good without noise, without pretension great: ἢ 
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Just of thy word, in every thought sincere, 
Who knew no wish but what the world might hear: 
Of softest manners, unaffected mind, 
Lover of peace, and friend of human-kind : 
Go, live ! for heaven's eternal year is thine, 
Go, and exalt thy moral to divine! 
_ And thou, blese’d maid! attendant on his doom, 
Pensive hast follow’d to the silent tomb, 
Steer’d the same course to the same quict shore, 
Not parted long, and now to part no more ! 
Go then, where only bliss sincere is known! 
Go, where to love and to enjoy are one! 
Yet, take these tears, mortality’s relief, 
And till we share your joys, forgive our grief: 
These little rites, a stone, a verse, receive ; 
*Tis all a father, all a friend, can give ! 


ON SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 
In Westminster Abbey, 1723. 


KNELLER, by Heaven, and not a master, taught, 
Whose art was nature, and whose pictures thought ; 
Now for two ages having snatch’d from fate 
Whate’er was beauteous, or whate’er was great, 
Lies crown’d with princes’ honours, poets’ Jays, 
Due to his merit, and brave thirst of praise. 

Living, great nature fear’d he might outvie 
Her works ; and, dying, fears herself may die. 


ON GENERAL HENRY WITHERS, ᾿ 
In Westminster Abbey, 1729. 
Here, Withers, rest! thou bravest, gentlest mind, 
Thy country’s friend, but more of human-kind. 
O born to arms! O worth in youth approved f 
O soft humanity, in age beloved \ 
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For thee the hardy veteran drops a tear, 
And the gay courtier feels the sigh sincere. 
Withers, adieu ! yet not with thee remove 
Thy martial spirit, or thy social love ! 
Amidst corruption, luxury, and rage, 
Still leave some ancient virtues to our age: 
Nor let us say (those English glories gone) 
The last true Briton lies beneath this stone. 


ON MR. ELIJAH FENTON, 
At Easthamstead, in Berks, 1730. 
Tuts modest stone, what few vain marbles can, 

May truly say, ‘ Here lies an honest man:’ 
A poet, bless’d beyond the poet’s fate, 
Whom Heaven kept sacred from the proud and great: 
Foe to loud praise, and friend to learned ease, 
Content with science in the vale of peace, 
Calmly he look’d on either life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear; 
From nature’s temperate feast rose satisfied, 


Thank’d Heaven that he had lived, and that he died. 


ON MR. GAY, 
In Westminster Abbey, 1730. 
Or manners gentle, of affections mild; 

In wit, a man; simplicity, ἃ child: 

With native humour tempering virtuous rage, 
Form’d to delight at once and lash the age: 
Above temptation in a low estate, 

And uncorrupted, e’en among the great: 

A safe companion, and an easy friend, 
Unblamed through life, lamented in thy end. 
These are thy honours! not that here thy buét 
Is mix’d with heroes, or with kings thy dust ἃ 
But that the worthy and the good shall sey, 
Striking their pensive bosoms— Vere \iew GP - 
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INTENDED FOR SIR ISAAC 
In Westminster Abbey. 
ISAACUS NEWTONUES 
Quem Immortalem 
Testantur Tempus, Natura, ( 
Mortalem 
Hoc Marmor Fatetur. 


Nature and nature’s laws lay hid 
God said, ‘ Let Newton be?’ and al 


ON DR. FRANCIS ATTE! 
BISHOP OF ROCHESTI 

Who died in Exile in Paris, 

[His only daughter having expired in 
diately after she arrived in France 


—_—we PF OO ow TVR 


EPITAPHS. 133 


ON EDMUND DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM, 


Who died tn the 19th year of his age, 1735. 


Ir modest youth with cool reflection crown’d, 
And every opening virtue blooming round, 
Could save a parent’s justest pride from fate, 
Or add one pitriot to a sinking state ; 

This weeping marble had not ask’d thy tear, 
Or sadly told how many hopes lic here! 

The living virtue now had shone approved, 
The senate heard him, and his country loved. 
Yet softer honours, and less noisy fame 
Attend the shade of gentle Buckingham: 

In whom a race, for courage famed and art, 
Ende in the milder merit of the heart ; 

And, chiefs or sages long to Britain given, 
Pays the last tribute‘of a saint to Ieaven. 


FOR ONE WHO WOULD NOT BE BURIED 
IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 


Herogs and kings! your distance keep ; 
In peace let one poor poet sleep, 
Who-never flatter’d folks like you : 

Let Horace blush, and Virgil too. 


ANOTHER, ON THE SAME. 


Unoer this marble or under this sill, . 
Or under this turf, or e’en what they will; 
Whatever an heir, or a friend in his stead, 
Or any good creature shall lay o’er my head ; 
Lies one who ne’er cared, and still cares not a pin, 
What they said, or may say, of the mortal within ; 
But who, living and dying, serene sti\\ and free, 
Trusts in God, that as well as he was, he thal ve. 


Perhaps by Mr Pope.? 

Respect to Dryden, Sheffield justly καὶ 
And noble Villers honour’d Cowley’s sh 
But whence this Barber ?—that a name ὦ 
Should, join’d with Butler’s, on a tomb b 
This pyramid would better far proclaim, 
To future ages humbler Settle’s name : 
Poet and patron then had been well pair 
The city printer, and the city bard. 


1 This Epitaph, originally written on Pi 
la, is applied to F. Chartres, and printe 
works of Swift. See Hawkesworth'seditic 

2 Mr. Pope, in one of the prints from 
monument of Shakespeare in Westminste 
sufficiently shown his contempt of Alderm 
the following couplet, which 1s substitute 
of ‘The cloud.capt towers,’ ἄτα. 

‘Thus Britain loved me; and preserved 1 

Clear from a Barber's or a Benson's nan 

Pope might probably have suppressed his 
alderman, because he was one of Swift's s 
and correspondents; though in the fourt! 
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THE DUNCIAD, 


IN FOUR BOOKS? 


Wath the Prolegomena of Scriblerus, the Hypereritice 
of Aristarchus, and Notes Variorum. 


A LETTER TO THE PUBLISHER, 
Occasioned by the first correct Edition of the 
Dunciad. 


At is with pleasure I hear that you have procurede 
correct copy of thé Dunciad, which the many sur-. 
reptitious ones have rendered so necessasy ; and it is. 
yet with more, that I am informed it will be attended 
with a Commentary: a work so requisite, that I ean- 
not think the author himself could have omitted it, 
had he approved of the first appearance of this poem. 

Such notes as have occurred to me I herewith send 
you : you will oblige me by inserting them amongst 
those which are, or will be, transmitted to you by 
others; since not only the author’s friends, but_even 
strangers, appear engaged by humanity, to take some 
care of an orphan of so much genius aad spirit, which 
its parent seems to have abandoned from the very 
beginning, and suffered to step into the world naked, 
amguarded, and unattended. 

It was upon reading some of the abusive papers 
lately published, that my great regard to a person, 
whose friendship I esteem as one of the chief honours 
of my life, and a much greater respect to truth than 
to him or any man living, engaged me in inquiries, of 
which the inclosed notes are the fruit. 

I perceive that most of these authors had been 
(doubtless very wisely) the first aggressors. ‘They 
had tried, till they were weary, what wea ta ba τοὶ 
by railing at each other: nobody wea ether ote 


᾿ 


only reconcile them to me, but sc 
resentment of their lawful supe 
dgily abuse, only (as I charitably | 
them, which they cannot get from 

I found this was not all: ill s 
transported them to personal abus: 
er (what I think he could less for. 
They had called men of virtue ay 
Yong Before he had either leisure ὁ 
them bad writers ; and some had 
fenders, that he had quite forgotte 
well as their slanders, till they v 
vive them. 

Now what had Mr. Pope done 
them ? He had published those v 
the hands of every body, in which 
tion is made of any ofthem. Anc 
since % Iie has laughed, and wri 
What has that said of them? A : 
which the public had said before, t] 
and what it had no sooner said, br 
were at great pains to nronure. 
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gravatea very much the guilt of the accusers: I mean 
by authors without names: then I thought, since the 
danger was cominon to all, the concern ought to be 
go ; and that it was an act of justice to detect the au- 
thors, not only on this account, but as many of them 
are the same who for several years past have made 
free with the greatest names in church and state, ex- 
posed to the world the private misfortunes of fami- 
lies, abused all, even to women, and whose prostitu- 
ted papers (for one or other party, in the unhappy 
division of their country) have insulted the fallen, 
the friendless, the exiled, and the dead. 

Besides thie, which I take to be a public concern, ! 
have already confessed I had a private one. I am 
one of that number who have long loved and es- 
teemed Mr. Pope; and had often declared it was 
not his capacity or writings (which we ever thought 
the least valuable part of his character,) but the hon- 
est, open, and beneficent man, that we most esteem- 
ed and loved in him. Now, if what these people 
say were believed, I must appear to all my friends 
either a fool or a knave; either imposed on myself, 
or imposing on them : so that I am as much interested 
in the confutation of these calumnies as he is himself. 

I am no author, and consequently not to be sus- 
pected either of jealousy or resentment against any 
of the men, of whom scarce onc is known to me by 
sight; and as for their writings, 1 have sought them 
(on this one occasion) in vain, in the closets and Jibra- 
ries of all-my acquaintance. 1 had still\bcen in the 
dark, if a gentlernan had not procured me (I suppose 
from some of themsclves, for they are generally much 
more dangerous friends than enemies) the passages I 
send you. I solemnly protest I have added nothing 
to the malice or absurdity of them ; which it behoves 
me to declare, since the vouchers themselves will be 
£0 soon and irrecoverably lost. You may WW eowe 

measure prevent it, by preserving at \cast τὰς aics, 
Wor. II. 10 


tion, would forgive fhe satire ; and if 
tempted to afford it a serious answer, ' 
sassinates, popular insurrections, the i 
rabble without doors, and of domestic 
wrongfully chastised, if the meanness 
demnified them from punishment? Οἱ 
obscurity renders them more dang 
thought of: law can pronounce jud; 
open facts: morality alone can pass 
tentions of mischief; so that for sec: 
the arrow flying in the dark, there is n 
ment left, but what a goad writer infli 
The next objection is, that these 
are poor. That might be pleaded as 
Old Bailey, for lesser crimes than def 
ie the case of almost all who are t 
sure it can be none here; for who νυν. 
the robbing another of his reputatic 
want of it in himself? I question not | 
are poor, and heartily wish the obj: 
moved by any honest livelihood. 
have the accident. not the subject: hi 
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But admitting that two or three of these offend 
less in their morals than in their writings: must po- 
verty make nonsense sacred? If so, the fame of bad 
autbors would be much better consulted than that of 
all the good ones in the world ; and not one of a hun- 
dred had ever been called by his right name. 

They mistake the whole matter: it is not charity 
to encourage them in the way they follow, but to get 
them out of it; for men are not bunglers because 
they are poor, but they are poor because they are 
bunglers. 

Is it not pleasant enough to hear our authors cry- - 
ing out on the one hand, as if their persons and cha- 
racters were too sacred for satire; and the public 
objecting on the other, that they are too mean even 
for ridicule? But whether bread or fame be their 
end, it must be allowed, our author, by and in this 
poem, has mercifully given them a little of both. 

There are two or three, who by their rank and for- 
tune have no benefit from the former objections, sup- 
posing them good; and these IJ was sorry to see in 
such company. But if, without any provocation, two 
or three gentlemen will fall upon one, in an affair 
wherein his interest and reputation are equally em- 
barked; they cannot certainly, after they have been 
content to print themselves his enemies, complain of 
being put into the number of them. 

Others, I am told, pretend to have been once his 
friends. Surely, they are their enemies who say 80; 
since nothing can be more odious than to treata 
friend as they have done. But of this I cannot per- 
suade myself, when I consider the constant and eter- 
nal aversion of all bad writers to a good one. 

Such as claim merit from being his admirers, I 
would gladly ask if it lays him under a personal obli- 
gation? At that rate he would be the most obliged 
humble servant in the world. I dare sweat for these 
in particular, he never desired them to Ὁ Ye wis 


~~ sewers τ 


fn the author of the Essay on C 
will, the reasons of their admira 
tempt are equally subsisting; for 
are the very same that they wer 
One, therefore, of their asserti 
true, ‘That he has a contempt 
And there is another which woul 
allowed by himself than by any 
‘That his own have found too m 
public.’ But as it cannot consist 
claim this as a justice, it lies not 
on the public, to defend its own 
There remains what, in my of 
better plea for these péople, than 
use of. If obscurity or poverty 
man from satire, much more shou 
which are still more involuntary ; 
persqnal deformity. But even 
them: deformity becomes an obje 
a man sets up for being handsome 
ness, when he sets up for a wit. 
culed, becanse ridienlo in ie-ntf ἐς 
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ble for his talents, and yet perhaps more admirable 
for his judgment in the proper application of them, I 
cannot help remarking the resemblance betwixt him 
and our author, in qualities, fame, and fortune: in the 
distinction shown them by their superiors, in the ge- 
neral esteem of their equals, and in their extended 
reputation amongst foreigners ; in‘the latter of which 
ours has met with a better fate, as he has had for his 
translators persons of the most eminent rank and 
abilitics in their respective nations.' But the re- 
semblance holds in nothing more, than in their being 
equally abused by the ignorant pretenders to poetry 
of their times, ot which not the least memory will 
remain but in their own writings, and in the notes 
made upon them. What Boileau has done in almost 
all his poems, our author has only in this : I dare an- 
swer for him he will do it no more; and on this prin- 
ciple, of attacking fw but who had slandered him, he 
could not have done it at all, had he been confined 
from censuring obscure and worthless persons, for 
scarce any other were his enemies. Ilowcver, as the 
parity is so remarkable, I hope it will continue to the 
Jast ; and if ever he should give us an edition of this 
poem himself, I may see some of them treated as 
gently, on their repentance or better merit, as Per- 
rault and Quinault were at last by Boileau. 

In one point I must be allowed to think the charac: 


1 Essay on Criticism, in French verse, by Gencral 
Hamilton; the same, in verse also, by Monsieur Robo- 
ton, counsellor and privy secretary to King George I. 
after by the abbe Reynel, in verse, with notes. Rape of 
the Lock, in French, by the princess of Conti, Paris, 
1728; and in Italian verse by the abbe Conti, a noble 
Venetian ; and by the marquis Rangoni, envoy cxtra- 
ordinary from Modena to King George II. Others of his 
works by Salvini of Florence, &c. His Essay and Dis- 
eertations on Homer, several times translated into 
French. Essay on Man, by the abhe Reynel, in verw. 


by Monsieur Silhoute, in prose, 1737 ener’ 
sn Trench, Italian and Latin TSH and anee ky 


asked, so he received, no favou: 
him in his friends. As his satire 
for being delayed, so were his 
ed only on euch persons as he h 
only for such virtues as he had lo 
and only at such times as othe 
not begin to calumniate them; 
power or out of fashion.! A 
writers so notorious for the cont: 
no man 80 well as himself; as ἢ 
so little in their friendships, or 
those whom they had most abuse 
eet and best of all parties. Letr 
son, that, though engaged in 1 
never espoused their animositie 
singly challenge this honour, no 
line of any man, which, through ἃ 
or through fear, through variety « 
ef interests, he was ever unwillir 
I shall conclude with remarkir 
it must be to every reader of | 
along, that our author, in his ver 
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subject and his manner) vetustis dare novitatem, ob- 
soletis nitorem, obscuris lucem fastiditis gratiam. 
I am your most humble servant, 
WILLIAM CLELAND.2 
St. James's, Dec. 22d, 1728. 


qh, 


MARTINUS SCRIBLERUS 
HIS PROLEGOMENA AND ILLUSTRATIONS 
TO THE DUNCIAD: ᾿ 
With the Hypercritics of Aristarchus, ΄ 


e 


Dennis’s Remarks on Prince Arthur. 

I caNNoT but think it the most reasonable thing in 
the world, to distinguish good writers, by discouraging 
the bad. Nor is it an ill-natured thing, in relation 
even to the very persons upon whom the reflections 
are made. It is true, it may deprive them a little the 
sooner of a short profit and a transitory reputation ; 
bat then it may have a good effect, and oblige them 
(before it be too late) to decline that for which they 
are 60 very unfit, and to have recourse to something 
in which they may be more successful. 


Character of Mr. P. 1716. 
The persons whom Boileau has attacked in his 
writings have been for the most part aathors, and most 


2 This gentleman was of Scotland, and bred at the uni- 
versity of Utrecht, with the earl of Mar. He served in 
Spain under earl Rivers. After the peace, he was made 
one of the commissioners of the customs in Scotland, 
and then of taxes in England; in which, having shown 
himself for twenty years diligent, punctual, and incor- 
ruptible (though without any other assistance of for- 
tune,) he was suddenly displaced by the minister, in the 
sixty-eighth year of his age, and died two months after, 
in 1741. He was a person of universal learning, anden 
en conversation; no man had 8 warmer heex\ 

for his friend, or a sincerer attachment to the consis 
tion of his country. 


“- 


and their fautors, that it is an 111-| 
pose the pretenders to wit and p 
and magistrates may with full as 
proached with ill-nature for putt 
cution against a thief or impost 
hold in the republic of letters, if t! 
will let every ignorant pretender’ 

the world. 
Theohald, Letter to Mist, J 
Attacks may be levelled, eithe 
genius, or against the pretension 

‘one. 

Concanen, Dedication to the Aut 
A satire upon dulness is a thin 


and allowed in all ages. 
Out of thine own mouth will ] 


‘ecribbler ! 


TESTIMONIES OF 


ftanrerenina mir Poet an 
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aad consequently be read without our collection ; but 
we shall likewise, with incredible labour, seek out 
for divers others, which, but for this our diligence, 
could never at the distance of a few months appear 
to the eye of the most curious. Hereby thou mayest 
not only feveive the delectation of variety, but also 
arrive at a more certain judgment by a grave and 
circumspect comparison of the witnesses with each 
other, or of each with himself. Hence also thou wilt 
be enabled to draw reflections, not only of a critica}, 
but a moral nature, by being Jet into many particulars 
of the person as well as genius, and of fortune as well 
as merit of ‘our author: in which, if I relate some 
things of little.concern peradventure to thee, and some 
of as little ‘even to him, I entreat thee to consider 
how minutely al] true critics and commentators are 
wont to insist upor such, and how material they seem 
4o themselves, if to none other. Forgive me, gentle 
reader, if (following learned example) I ever and anon 
become tedious: allow mc to take the same pains to 
find whether my author were good or bad, well orill- 
natured, modest or arrogant; as another, whether his 
author was fair or brown, short or tall, or whether he 
wore a coat or a cassock, 

We proposed to begin with his life, parentage, and 
education : but as to these, even his contemporaries 
du exceedingly differ. One saith,! he was educated 
at home; another,?'that he was bred at St. Omer’s by 
Jesuits; a third,? not at St. Omer’s, but at Oxford! a 

fourth,‘ that he had no university education at all. 
‘Those who allow him to be bred at home, differ as 
much concerning his tutor. One saith,5 he was kept 
by his father on purpose ; a second,® that he was an 


1 Gites Jacob's Lives of the Poets, vol. ii. in his Life. 

2 Dennis's Reflections on the Essay on Criticiem. | 

3 Dunciad Dissected, 4 Guardian, No. 49. 
5 Jacob's Lives, &c. vo). ἢ 6 Dunciad Dissected, Ὁ. 


ιν αν t= 2 


tree ey ὦ οὐσίαι ΣΙ Ler 
husbandman : another,'2 a hatte; 
author been wanting to give our} 
Apuleius hath to Plato, Jamblic 
and divers to Homer, viz. a de 
Gildon ----ἰ8 

*Certain it is, that his origina] 
bat the devil; and that he wantet 
and tail to be the exact resembla 
father.’ Findin, therefore, such 
ions, and (whatever be ours of this 
not being fond to enter into cor 
defer writing the life of our poet, 
termine among themselves what p 
he had, or whether he had any & 
at all. 

Proceed we to what is more 
though not less uncertain the jud 
them; beginning with his Essay 
which hear first the most ancient c 


’ Mr. John Dennis 
‘His precepts are false or tri: 
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vd, his numbers harsh and unmusical, hie rhymes 
tivial and common ;—instead of majesty, we have 

something that is very mean; instead of gravity, 
something that is very boyish; and instead of porspi- 
cuity and lucid order, we have but too often obscurity 
and confusion.’ And in another place—‘* What rare 
numbers are here! Would not one swear that this 
youngster had espoused some antiquated muse, who 
had sued out a divorce from some superannuated sin- 
ner, upon account of impotence, and who, being 
poxed by the former spouse, has got the gout in her 
decrepid age, which makes her hobble so dam. 
nably.”! 

No less peremptory is the censure of our hyper- 
critical historian 

Mr. Oldmizon. 

“1 dare not say any thing on the Eesay on Criticism 
in verse ; but if any more curious reader has diecover- 
ed in it something new which is not in Dryden’s pre- 
faces, dedications, and his essay on dramatic poetry, 
not to mention the French critics, I should be very 
giad to have the benefit of the discovery.’2 

He is followed (as in fame, so in judgment) by the 
modest and simple-minded 


Mr. Leonard Welsted ; 
who, out of great respect to our poet, not naming 
him, doth yet glance at his Essay, together with the 
duke of Buckingham’s, and the criticisms of Dryden 
and of Horace, which he more openly tareth :? ‘ As 
to the numerous treatises, essays, arte, &c., both in 
verse and prose, that have been written by the mo- 
derns on this ground-work, they do but hackney the 


1 Reflections critical and satirical on a rhapsody, call- 
ed, an in Essay on Criticism, printed for Bernard Lintot, Bvo. 
on Criticism in prose, octavo, \TR, ws ΔΩ 
antbor vagy Κι ν Critical History of England. 
3 Preface to his Poems, p. 18, 53. 


that of 
Mr. Addison. 

‘The Essay on Criticism,’ saith he, ‘ v 
published some months since, is a master-p 
kind. The observations follow one another 
in Horace’s Art of Poetry, without that 1 
regularity which would have been requisite 
writer. They are some of them uncommo 
as the reader must assent to, when he sce: 
plained with that ease and perspicuity in τ 
are delivered. As for those which are 
known and the most reccived, they are p 
beautiful a light, and illustrated with suc 
sions, that they have in them all the grace 
ty; and make the reader, who was befére 
with them, still more convinced of thei 
solidity. And here give me leave to m 
Monsieur Boileau has so well enlarged 1 
preface to his works : that wit and fine + 
not consist so much in advancing things t 
as in giving things that are known an agr 

Te ia impossible for us, who live in the I 
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way of expressing, and applying them, not his inven- 
tion of them, is what we are chiefly to admire. 

‘ Longinus, in his Reflections, has given us the same 
kind of sublime, which he observes in the several 
passages that occasioned them: J cannot bat take 
notice that our English author has, after the same 
manner, exemplified several of the precepts in the 
very precepts themselves.’' He then produces some 
instances of a particular beauty in the numbers, and 
concludes with saying, that ‘there are three poems in 
our tongue of the same nature, and each a master- 
piece in its kind! the Essay on Translated Verse; the 
Essay on the Art of Poetry; and the Essay on Criti- 
cism.’ 

Of Windsor Forest, positive is the judgment of the 
affirmative 

Mr. John Dennis, 

That it is a wretched rhapsody, impudently writ in 
emulation of the Cooper’s Hill of sir John Denham : 
the author of it is obscure, is ambiguous, is affected, 
is temerarious, is barbarous !2 

But the author of the Dispensary,? 


Dr. Garth, 
in the preface to his poem of Claremont, differs from 
this opinion: ‘Those who have seen these two ex- 
cellent poems of Cooper's Hill, and Windsor Forest, 
the one written by sir John Denham, the other by 
Mr. Pope, will show a great deal of candour if they 
approve of this.’ 

Of the Epistle of Eloisa, we are told by the obscure 
writer of a poem called Sawney, ‘That because 
Prior's Henry and Emma charmed the finest tastes, 
our author writ his Eloisa in opposition to it ; but ἔοι» 
got innocence and virtue. If you take away her ten- 


1 Spectator, No. 253. 4 . 
2 Letter to B. B. at the end of the Bemnarks, on Powe se 
Homer, 1717, 3 Printed 1722, p. 18. 


ἄδυων.» -- 
the Thames: ' All this 18 very κηὴ 
river, and it is good for nothing.’ 


But very contrary hereunto Wi 
Mr. Prior, 


himself, saying in his Alma! 
‘© Abelard! ill-fated yo 
Thy tale will justify this 
But well 1 weet, thy cru 
Adornas a nobler poet's |! 
Dan Pope, for thy misfi 


Its colours; gently ha: 

The mantle o'er thy 82 

And Venus shall the t 

Come we now to his trans 

prated by numerous pens; yé 
tion the indefatigable 

Sir Richard Blo 


who (though otherwise ἃ δέ 
τ Vacs 
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variety of the numbers: but when I find all these 
cueet, it puts me in mind of what the poet says of 
one of his heroes, ‘That he alone raised and flung 
with ease a weighty stone, that two common men 
could not lift from the ground ; just so, one single 
person has performed in this translation, what I once 
despaired to have seen done by the force of several 
masterly hands.’ Indeed the same gentleman appears 
to have changed his sentiment in his Kesay on the Art 
of Sinking in Reputation, (printed in Mist’s Journal, 
March 30, 1728,) where he says thus: ‘In order ta 
sink in reputation, let him take it into his head to de- 
scend inte Homer (let the world wonder, as it will, 
how the devi! he got there,) and pretend to do him 
into English, so his version denote his neglect of the 
manner how.’ Strange variation! We are told in 


Mist’s Journal, (June 8,) 
“That thie translation of the Iliad was not in all re. 
spects conformable to the fine taste of his friend Mr 
Addison ; insomuch that he employed a younger muse 
in an undertaking of this kind, which he supervised 
himeelf. Whether Mr. Addison did find it conform 
able to his taste, or not, best appears from his own 
testimony the year following its publication, in these 
words : 
Mr. Addison's Freeholder, No. 40. 

*When I consider myself a British freeholder, I 
am in a particular manner pieased with the labours 
of those who have improved our language with 
the translations of old Greek and Latin authors. 
We have already most of their historians in our owm 
tongue, and, what is more for the honour of oar jan 
guage, it has been taught to express with elegance 
the greatest of their poets in each nation. The il 
literate among our own countrymen may lear to 
jadge fom Dryden's Virgil, of the most pertect ope 

performance. And those parts of Homet W 


(who 18 8 Inenu vs vas .... 
dison to translate it after him, ‘since he 8 
that he did it before! Contrariwise, t 
dison engaged our author m this werk a 
declaration thereof in the preface to the: 
some time before his death, and by his o: 
October 26, and November 2, 1713, wher 
it is his opinion that no other person wa 

Next comes his Shakspeare on. the sta 
¢quoth one, whom 1 take to be 


Mr. Theobald, Mist's Journal, June 
publish such an auther as he has least 
forget to discharge even the dull duty of 
this project let him lend the boekseller 
a competent sum of money) to promote 
an exorbitant subscription.’ Gentbo rex 
to cast thine eye on the proposal belo 
en what fellows (some months after ¢ 
sertion) in the same Journalist of June 
seller proposed the book by subscriptic 
some thousands of pounds fer the sa 
ehe eentleman did not share in the prc 
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To which heavy charge we can in truth oppose 
nothing but the words of 


Mr, Pupe’s Proposal for the Odyssey, ( printed by J. 
Watts, Jan. 10, 1724:) 

‘I take this occasion to declare that the subscrip- 
tion for Shakspeare belongs wholly to Mr. Tonson: 
and that the benefit of this proposal is not solely for 
my own use, but for that of two of my friends, who 
have assisted me in this work.’ But these very gen- 
tlemen are extolled above our poet himself in another 
of Mist’s Journals, March 30, 1728, saying, ‘ That he 
would not advise Mr. Pope to try the experiment 
again of getting a great part of a book done by as- 
sistants, lést those extraneous parts should unhappily 
ascend to the sublime, and retard the declension of 
the whole.’ Behold! these underlings are become 
good writers ! 

If any say, that before the said Proposals were 
printed, the subscription was begun without declara- 
tion of such assistance; verily those who set it on 
toot, or (as the term is) secured it, to wit, the right 
honourable the lord viscount Harcourt, were he living, 
would testify, and the right honourable the lord Ba- 
thurst, now liviny, doth testify, the same is a falsehood. 

Sorry Iam, that persons professing to be learned, 
or of whatever rank of authors, should either falsely 
tax, or be falsely taxed. Yet Jet us, who are only re- 
porters, be impartial in our citations, and proceed. 


Mist’s Journal, June 8, 1728. 

‘Mr. Addison raised this author from obscurity, ob- 
tained him the acquaintance and friendship of the 
whole body of our nobility, and transferred his pow- 
erful interests with those great men to this rising 
bard, who frequently levied by that means unusual 
contributions on the public’. Which surely cannot 


be, if, as the author of the Dunciad Dieseried tepote 
Vor. IL LL 


brightest wits then uv...,,. 
‘No sooner (saith the same 
lifeless, but this author, revivir 
led the memory of his departe 
still more heinous, made the 
ous the accusation! unknown 
son accused no witness in his « 
in whose regard accused, dea 
ing any one nobleman whose 
gentleman whose subscriptior 
to our author, let him stand fi 
pear! Amicus Plato, amic 
amica veritas. In verity, the 
is a lie; witness those perso 
vera) years before Mr. Ad 
ang approve of the said ver 
a friendly rebuke sent priva' 
hand to Mr. Addison himse 
till after their own Journ: 
the same. One name alc 
thorized to declare, will a 
het of the right honourab 
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public print.”!' Let ug join to this what is written by 
the author of the Rival Modes, the said Mr. Jamea 
Moore Smith, in a letter to our author himself, who 
had informed him a month before that play was 
acted, Jan. 27, 1726-7, that, ‘These verses, which he 
had before given him leave to insert in it, would be 
known for his, some copies being got abroad. He 
desires, nevertheless, that since the lines had been 
read in his comedy to several, Mr. P. would not de- 
prive it of them,’ &c. Surely, if we add the testimo- 
nies of the lord Bolingbroke, of the lady to whom 
the said verses were originally addressed, of Hugh 
Bethel, esq. and others, who knew them as our au- 
thor’s long before the said gentleman composed his 
play, it is hoped, the ingenuous, that affect not error, 
will rectify their opinion by the suffrage of so ho- 
noarable personages. 

And yet followeth another charge, insinuating no 
less than his enmity both to church and state, which 
could come from no other informer than the said 


Mr. James Moore Smith. 

‘The Memoirs of a Parish Clerk was a very dull 
and unjust abuse of a person who wrote in defence 
of our religion and constitution, and who has been 
dead many years.’2. This seemeth also most untrue; 
it being known to divera that these memoirs were 
written at the seat of the lord Harcourt, in Oxford- 
shire, before that excellent person (bishop Burnet’s) 
death, and many years before the appearance of that 
history, of which they are pretended to be an abuse. 
Most true it ia, that Mr. Moore had such a design, 
and was himself the man who pressed Dr. Arbuthnot 
and Mr. Pope to assist him therein; and that he bor- 
rowed those memoirs of our author, when that history 
came forth, with intent to turn them to such abuse 


I Daily Journal, March 18, 1728. 
# Deily Journal, April 3, 1738. 


who well remembereth ἴπ6 conve 
Moore to have turned upon the ‘con! 
the work of that reverend prelate, 
was of a design he declared himself 
posing it.’ This noble person is tt 
borough. 

Here in truth should we orave p 
foresaid nght honourable and worth: 
having mentioned them in the same 
weekly riff-raff railers and rhymers ; 
their ever-honoured commands for 
that they are introduced not as witn 
troveray, but as witnesses that cann 
ed; not to dispute, but to decide. 

Certain it is, that dividing our 
classes, of such who were acquaint: 
who were strangers to our author 
those who speak well, and the othe 
evil of him. Of the first class, the 


John Duke of Buckin; 
auma uo his character in these lines 
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The Hon. Simon Harcourt. 
* Say, wondrous youth, what column wilt thou choose, 
What laurell’d arch, for thy triumphant muse? 
Though each great ancient court thee to his shrine, 
Though every laurel through the dome be thine, 
Go to the good and just, an awful train! 
Thy soul’s delight——.”! 
Recorded in like manner for his virtuous disposi- 
tion, and gentle bearing, by the ingenious 
Mr. Walter Hart, 
in this apostrophe: 
‘Oh! ever worthy, ever crown’d with praise} 
Biess’d in thy life, and bless’d in all thy lays, 
Add, that the Sisters every thought refine, 
And e’en thy life be faultless as thy line, 
Yet envy stili with fiercer rage pursues, 
Obscures the virtue, and defames the muse. 
A soul like thine, in pain, in grief, resign’d, 
Views with just scorn the malice of mankind.’? 
The witty and moral satirist, 
Dr. Edward Young, 
wishing some check to the corruption and evil man- 
nérs of the times, calleth out upon our poet to under- 
take a task so worthy of his virtue: 


‘Why slumbers Pope, who leads the Muses’ train, 
Nor hears that virtue, which hc loves, complain 7.5 
Mr. Mallct, 

in his epistle on Verbal Criticism : 

‘Whose life, severely scann’d, transcends his lays; 

For wit supreme, is but his second praise.’ 

Mr. Hammond, 

that delicate and correct imitator of Tibullus, in his 
Love Elegies, Elegy xiv. 


1 Poem prefixed to his works. __ 
2 In his poems, printcd for B. Lintot. 
J Universal Passion, sat. 1. 


"Αἰποῦξιι σι Dw νυ κα seem wo 
- Yet is his life the more endea 
To the same. tune also singeth tha 
Suffolk, 
Mr. William Brooi 
‘Thus, nobly rising in fair virtue 
From thy own life transcribe the 
And, to close all, hear the rev 
Patrick's : 
‘A soul with every virtue frat 
By patriots, priests, and poets 
Whose filial piety excels 
Whatever Grecian story tells 
A genius for each business fit 
Whose meanest talent is his 
Let us now recreate thee by tu 
side, and showing his character d 
whom he never conversed, and w 
he could not know, though turne: 
again commencing with the high 
enough quoted 
Mr. Tohn Denn 
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trary to some good quality for which all their friends 
and acquaintance commend them. He seems to 
have a particular pique to people of quality, and au- 
thors of that rank.—He must derive his religion from 
St.-Omer’s.’—But in the character of Mr. P. and his 
writings (printed by S. Popping, 1716) he saith, 
* Though he is a professor of the worst religion, yet 
he laughs at it ;’ but that ‘nevertheless he is a viru- 
Jent papist; and yet a pillar of the church of Eng- 
Jand.’ 
Of both which opinions 


Mr. Lewis Theobald 

seems also to be ; declaring in Mist's Journal of June 
22, 1718, ‘ That if he is not shrewdly abused, he made 
it his practice to cackle to both parties in their own 
sentiments.’ But as to his pique against people of 
quality, the same journalist doth not agree, but saith 
(May 8, 1728,) ‘He had by some means or other, the 
acquaintance and friendship of the whole body of our 
nobility.’ . 

However contradictory this may appear, Mr. Den- 
nis and Gildon, in the character last cited, make it 
all plain, by assuring us, ‘That he is a creature that 
reconciles all contradictions: he is a beast, and a 
man ; a Whig and a Tory; a writer (at one and the 
same time) of Guardians and Examiners ;' an asser- 
tor of liberty, and of the dispensing power of kings; 8 
Jesuitical professor of truth; a base and foul pre- 
tender to candour.’ So that, upon the whole account, 
we must conclude him either to have been a great 
hypocrite, or a very honest man; a terrible impostor 
upon both parties, or very moderate to either. 

Be it ag to the judicious reader shall seem good. 
Sure it is, he is little favoured of certain authors, 
whose wrath is perilous; for one declares he ought 


1 The names of two weekly papers. 


or hang oimsell.. 9 Dut rasquin ove 
ed it should be done by the govern 
kim engaged in grievous designs w 
liament then under prosecution.’ 1 
hath written to a minister, that he i 
dangerous persons in this kingdo 
the public, that he is an open and 
his country ; a monster that will 
daring a soul as a mad Indian, wh 
kill the first Christian he meets.6 
formation of treason discovered i 
Curll boldly supplies an imperfec! 
and princesses :° and one Matth 
more impudent, publishes at lengtl 
red names in thig nation, as membe 

This is prodigious ! yet it is alm 
fn the midet of these invectives ἢ 
have (I know ποῖ how) borne testi 
in him. 

Mr. Theobald, 

in censuring his Shakspggye, det 
great an esteem for Mr. Pope, and 
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of his genius and excellences, that, notwithstanding 
he professes a veneration almost rising to idolatry for 
the writings of this imestimable poet, he would be 
very loath even to do him justice, at the expence of 
that other gentleman’s character.”! 
Mr. Charles Gildon, 
after having violently attacked him in many pieces, 
at last came to wish from his heart, ‘That Mr. Pope 
would be prevailed upon to give us Ovid's Epistles 
by his hand; for it is certain we see the original of 
Sappho to Phaon with much more life and likeness 
in his version, than in that of sir Car Scrope. And 
this (he adds) is the more to be wished, because in 
the English tongue we have scarcely any thing. truly 
and oaturally written upon love.?_ He also, in taxing 
sir Richard Blackmore for his heterodox opinions of 
Homer, challengeth him to answer what Mr. Pope 
hath said in his preface to that poct. 
Mr. Oldmizon 
calls him a great master of our tongue ; declares ‘the 
purity and perfection of the English language to be 
found in his Homer; and, saying there are more good 
verses in Dryden’s Virgil than in any other work, ex- 
cept this of our author only.’ 
The Author of a Letter to Mr. Cibber 
says: ‘Pope was so good ayersifier [once] that, his 
predecessor Mr. Dryden, and his contemporary Mr. 
Prior excepted, the harmony of his numbers is equal 
toany body’s. And, that he had all the merit that a 
man can have that way.”? And 
Mr. Thomas Cooke, 

after much blemishing ourauthor’s Ifomer, crieth outs 

¢ But in his other works what beauties shine, 

While sweetest music dwells in every line! 

1 Introduction to hig Shakespeare Restured, in 4to. 9.3. 

2 Commentary on the Duke of Buckingham's Eaaay. 
Bvo, 1721, p. 97, 98. 


3 in his prose Essay on Criticiam. 
@ Printed by J. Roberts, 1742, p. Lk. 


‘ee ee RS 


we pee 


tne Inhunvss ve ~~~ 
that poem, which is wholly 8 satire U 


confesseth, 
“Tis true, if finest notes alone coul 
(Tuned justly high, or regularly lov 
That we should fame to these mer 
Pope more than we can offer shoul: 
For when some gliding river is his 
His lines run smoother than the st 


&e. 

Mist's Journal, June 8, ] 
Although he says, ‘ The smooth num 
ciad are all that recommend it, nor 
merit ;’ yet that same paper hath the 
author is allowed to be a perfect τ 
and elegant versification. In all h 
the most happy turns, and natural si 
ly short and thick sown.’ 

The Essay on the Dunciad alsc 
very full of beautiful images. B 
which crowns all that can be sal’ 
bestowed by our laureate, ᾿ 

Mr. Colley Cibber 
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our excellent laureate allows the justice of the satire 
on every man in it, but himself; as the great Mr. 
Dennis did before hii. ᾿ 
The said 
* Mr. Dennis and Mr. Gildon, 

in the most furious of all their words (the forecited 
Character, p. 5,) do in concert! confess, ‘that some 
men of good understanding value him for his rhymes.’ 
And (p. 17) ‘that he has got, like Mr. Bayes in the 
Rehearsal, (that is, like Mr. Dryden,) a notable knack 
at rhyming, and writing smooth verse.’ 

On his Essay on Man, numerous were the praises 
bestowed by his avowed enemies, in the imagination 
that the same was not written by him, as it was print- 
ed anonymously. 

Thus sang of it even 


Bezaleel Morris: 


* Auspicious bard! while all admire thy strain, 
All but the selfish, ignorant, and vain ; 


1 In concert] Hear how Mr. Dennis hath proved our 
mistake in this case: ‘ As to my writing in concert with 
Mr. Gildon, I declare upon the honour and word of a 
gentleman, that I never wrote so much as one Line in 
concert with any one man whatsoever. And these two 
fetters from Gildon will plainly show, that we are not 
writers in concert with each other 

“Bir, 

“The height of my ambitigg is to please men of the 
hest judgment; and, finding that 1 have entertained my 
master agreeably, 1 have the eatent of the reward of my 
labour.” 

“* Sir, 

“T had not the opportunity of hearing of your excellent 
pamphiet till this day. I am infinitely satisfied and 
pleased with it, and hope you will mect with that en- 
couragement your admirable performance deserves, &c. 

“Cu. Gitpon.” 

‘Now is it not plain, that any one who sends euch 
compliments to another, has not been used to write in 
partnerahip with him to whom he sends themT Denne 

emarks on the Dunciad, p. 50. Mr. Dennis 18 Unete 
fore welcome to take this picce to himself. 


SAMAR sssaweemem ~~~ 


And 

Mr. Leonard Welstea 
thus wrote! to the unknown author 
lication of the said Essay ; ‘1 must 
ception which the vilest and most 


hath lately met with, 1 was eurpris 


had long despaired, ἃ performance d 
of a poet. Such, sir, is your we 
above all commendation, and ought 
Jished in an age and country more 
my testimony be of weight any W 
to have it in the amplest manner, 
Thus we see every one of his w 
tolled by one or other of his most i 
and to the succcss of them all the 
give testimony. But it is sufficien 
behold the great critic, Mr. Denni 
it, even from the Essay on Criticis: 
Dunciad! ‘A most notorious ins 
the depravity of genius and taste, t 
Essay meete with.2—I can safely 
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and profuscness ; and more squaudered away upon 
one object, than would have satisfied the greater part 
of those extraordinary men; the reader to whom this 
one creature should be unkuown, would fancy him a 
prodigy of art and nature, would believe that all the 
great qualities of these persons were centered in him 
alone. But if 1 should venture to assure him, that 
the people of England had made such a choice—the 
reader would either believe me a malicious enemy, 
and slanderer, or that the reign of the last (Queen 
Anne’s) ministry was designed by fate to encourage 
fools.’! 

But it happens that this our poet never had any 
place, pension, or gratuity, in any shape, from the 
gaid glorious queen, or any of her ministers. All he 
owed, in the whole course of his life, to any court, 
was a subscription for his Homer, of £200, from King 
George I. and £100 from the prince and princess. 

However, lest we imagine our author's success 
was constant and universal, they acquaint us of cer- 

-tain works in a less degree of repute, whereof, al- 
though owned by others, yet do they assure us he iz 
the writer. Of this sort Mr. Dennis? ascribes to him 
two farces, whose names he does not tell, but assures 
us that there is not one jest in them; and an imitation 
of Horace, whose title he does not mention, but as- 
sures us it is much more execrable than all hia works.? 
The Daily Journal, May 1], 1728, assures us, ‘ He ig 
below Tom Durfey in the drama, because (as that 
writer thinks) the Marriage-Hater Matched, and the 
Boarding School, are better than the What-d’ye-call- 
it ;’ which is not Mr. P.’s, but Mr. Gay's. Mr. Gil- 
don assures us, in his New Rehearsal, p. 48, ‘That 
he was writing a play of the Lady Jane Grey :’ but Κα 


1 Rem. on Homer. p. 8, 9. ον ἃ. 
3 Character of Mr. Pope, p. 7. 


that Mr. Pope is the author οἱ un. 
Gulliveriana is of another opinion; an 
whole, or greatest part, of the merit ὁ 
must and can only be ascribed to Gull 
gentle reader! cannot I but smile at the 
ness and positiveness of men? knov 
treatise to appertain to none uther bu 
tinus Scriblerus.] 

We are assured, in Mist of June 8th, 
plays and farces would better have adc 
ciad, than those of Mr. Theobald ; for 
genius for tragedy nor comedy.’ W 
true or not, it is not casy to judge; in 
had attempted neither. Unless we ' 
granted, with Mr. Cibber, that his b 
angry at hevring ἃ friend's play abuse 
lible proof the play was his own; th 
ber thinking it impossible for a man t: 
cerned for any but himself: ‘ Now let 
(saith he) by his concern, who was tly 
the child.” 

ee feam all that haa been said 


‘TIIE DUNCIAD. 167 


tlained of, and represented as a great injury to the 
spublic.! “The loftiest heroics, the lowest ballads, 
@reatises against the state or church, satires on lords 
and ladies, raillery on wits and authors, squabbles 
with bookselJers, or even full and true accounts of 
monsters, poisons, and murders ; of any hereof was 
there nothing so good, nothing so bad, which hath not 
at one or other season been to him ascribed. If καὶ 
bore no author's name, then lay he concealed ; if it 
did, he fathered it upon that author to be yet better 
concealed : if it resembled any of his styles, then was 
it evident; if it did not, then disguised he it on set 
purpose. Yea, even direct oppositions in religion, 
principles, and politics, have equally been snpposed 
in him inherent. Surely a most rare and singular 
character: of which jet the reader make what he can. 
Doubtless most commentators would hence take 
occasion to turn all to their author's advantage, and 
from the testimony of his very enemies would affirm, 
that his capacity was boundless, as well as hie imagi- 
nation ; that-he was a perfect master of all styles, and 
all arguments ; and that there was in those times, no 
other writer, in any kind, of any degree of excellence, 
eave he himsclf. But as this is not our own senti- 
ment, we shail determine on nothing ; but leave thee, 
gentle reader, to steer thy judgment equally between 
gatious opinions, and to choose whether thou wik 
incline tohe testimony of authors avowed, or of au- 
_thors cencealed ;.of those who knew hin, or.of those 
whe knew him not. P. 
.-.-ς͵......-ς---ς.----.-...τ--- 
1 The London and Mist’s Journals, on his undertaking 
abe Ouysscy. “ 
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lso which was lost: and was therefore induced to 
estow on it the same torm which Homer's is report- 
ἃ τὸ have had, namcly, that of epic poem; with a 
tle also framed after the ancient Greek manner, to 
‘jt, that of Dunciad. 

Wonderful it is, that so few of the moderns have 
sen stimulated to attempt some Dunciad! since in 
6 opinion of the multitude, it might cost Ices pain 
ad toil than an imitation of the greater epic. Bat 
ossible it is also, that, on due reflection, the maker 
light find it casier to paint a Charlemagne, a Brate, 
"ἃ Godfrey with just pomp and dignity heroic, than 
Margites, a Codrus, or a Fleckno. 

Wee shall next declare the occasion and the cause 
hich moved our poet to this particular work. He 
ved in those days, when (after providence had per- 
\itted the invention of printing as a scourge for the 
me of the learned) paper also became so cheap, and 
rinters so numerous, that a deluge of authors cover- 
d the land; whereby not only the peace of the he- 
est unwriting subject was daily molested, but unmer- 
iful demands were made of his applause, yea, of his 
1oney, by such as would ncither earn the one nor 
eserve the other. At the same time, the licence of 
1e press was such, that it grew dangerous to refuse 
vem either: for they would forthwith publish slan- 
ers unpunished, the authors being anonymous, and 
sulking under the wings of publishers, a set of men 
tho neither scrupled to vend either calumny or blas- 
hemy, as long as the town would call for it. 

1 Now our author, living in those times, did con- 
give it an endeavour well worthy an bonest satirist, 
) dissuade the dull, and punish the wicked, the only 
‘ay that was left. In that public-spirited view he 
tid the plan of this poem, as the greatest service he 
ras capable (without much hert, or being slain) to 
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᾿ 1 Vide Lossu, Du Poeme Eypique, chap. VM. 
Vou. I \2 


that one of these goddesses had taken 
with the other, and that they jointly ins 
writers and auch works. He procee 
the qualities they bestow on these aut 
effects they produce:? then the mate: 
with which they furnish them ;‘ and, ¢ 
self-opinion® which causeth it to seem 
vastly greater than it is, and is the prir 
their setting up in this sad and sorry 
The great power of these goddesses 

ance (whereof as the one is the moth 
so is the other of plodding) was to be 
someone great and remarkable action; : 
be more so than that which our poet hat 
the restoration of the reign of Chaos 

the ministry of Dulness, their daughter, 
of her imperia! seat from the city to th 
as the action of the Aincid is the ree! 
empire of Troy, by the removal of 

thence to Latium. But as Homer si 

wrath of Achilles, yet includes in his p 


metaew af tha ΤΠ ναῖον war in lika mar 
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The fable being thus, according to the best exam- 
ple, one and entire, as contained in the proposition ; 
the machinery is a continued chain of allegories, 
setting forth the whole power, ministry, and empire, 
of Dulness, extended through her subordinate inatru- 
ments, in all her various operations. 

This is branched into episodes, each of which hath 
its moral apart, though all conducive to the main end. 
The crowd assembled in the second book, demon- 
strates the design to be more extensive than to bad 
poets only, and that we may expect other episodes 
of the patrons, encouragers, or paymasters of such 
authors, as occasion shall bring them forth. And the 
third book, if well considered, seemeth to embrace 
the whole world. Each of the games relateth to 
some or other vile class of writers : the first concern- 
eth the plagiary, to whom he giveth the name of 
Moore; the second, the libellous novelist, whom he 
styleth Eliza; the third, the flattering dictator ; the 
fourth, the brawling critic, or noisy poet; the fifth, 
the dark and dirty party writer: and so of the rest: 
assigning to each some proper name or other, such 
as he could find. 

As for the characters, the public hath already ac- 
knowledged how justly they are drawn ; the manners 
are so depicted, and the sentiment so peculiar to 
those to whom applied, that surely to transfer them 
to any other or wiser personages, would be exceed- 
ing difficult: and certain it is, that every person con- 
cerned, being consulted apart, hath readily owned 
the resemblance of every portrait, his own excepted. 
So Mr. Cibber calls them ‘a parcel of poor wretches, 
so many silly flies :’! but adds, ‘our author’s wit is 
remarkably more bare and barren, whenever it would 
fall foul on Cibber, than upon any other person what- 
ever.’ 


— -».»..Ἅ͵«͵“ὉἫ 


1 Cibber’s Letter to Mr. P. yp. ¥. WAL. 


of those good times, not so curiously 
yea, and commented upon by the most 
and approved critics. 

As it beareth the name of epic, it i 
jected to such severe indispensable ri 
on al] neoterics, a strict imitation of th 
somuch that any deviation, accompani 
ever poetic beauties, hath always bee 
the sound critic. How exact that } 
been in this piece, appeareth not only 
structure, but by particular allusions 
whereof have escaped both the con 
poet himself, yea, divers by his excee 
aro so altered and interwoven with th 
veral have already been, and more wil 
norant abused, as altogether and origi! 

In a word, the whole poem proveth 
work of our author, when lis facult: 
vigour and perfection ; at that exact ti 
have ripened the judgment, without c 
imagination: which, by good critics, 
punctually at forty. For at that seas 
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y*-Jon, indeed al] but acerbity, seem rather the gifts 
ef youth than of riper age: but it is far otherwive in 
poetry ; witness the works of Mr. Rymer and Mr. 
Dennis, who, beginning with criticism, became after- 
wards such poets as no age hath paralleled. With 
good reason, therefore, did our author choose to write 
his essay on that subject at twenty, and reserve for 
his maturer years this great and wonderful work of 
the Dunciad. 


RICARDUS ARISTARCHUS 


Of the Hero of the Poem. 


Or the nature of Dunciad in general, whence de- 
rived, and on what authority founded, as well as of 
the art and conduct of this our poem in particular, 
the learned and laborious Scriblerus hath, according 
to his manner, and with tolerable share of judgment, 
dissertated. But when he cometh to speak of the 
person of the hero fitted for such poem, in truth he 
miserably halts and hallucinates: for, misled by one 
Monsieur Bossu, a Gallic critic, he prateth of I can- 
not tell what phantom of a hero, only raised up to 
support the fable. A putid conceit! as if Homer 
and Virgil, like modern undertakers, who first build 
their house, and then seek out for a tenant, had con- 
trived the story of a war and a wandering, before 
they once thought cither of Achilles or AZneas. We 
shall therefore set our good brother and the world 
also right in this particular, by assuring them, that, in 
the greater epic, the prime intention of the muse is to 
exalt heroic virtue, in order to propagate-the love of 
it-among the children of men; and consequenily that 
the poet’s first thought must needs be turned upon a 
real subject meet for laud and celebration; not one 
whom he is to make, but one whom he may find, 
truly illustrious. This is the primum mime af We 


these suns of glory, she turnetn aowuw 
wing, and darts with Jove’s lightning ΟἹ 
and serpent kind. For we may apply to 
her various moods what an ancient maste 
affirmeth of the gods in general: Si D 
cuntur tmpits et injusfis, nec pios utique ji 
gunt. In τοῦδ enim diversis, aut ta utra 
moveri necesse est, aul in neutram. ITtag. 
duigtt, et malos odit ; et qui malos non οἱ 
diligit. Quia εἰ diligere bonos ex odio m« 
et malos odisse ex bonorum caritate descer 
in our vernr ‘ular idiom may be thus inte 
the gods be aot provoked at evil men, nei 
delighted with the good and just. For 
jects must ¢ither excite contrary affectic 
fections at all. So that he who lovett 
must, at the same time, hate the bad; 
hateth not bad men, cannot love the ge 
- to love good procecdcth from an aversic 
“to hate evil men from a tenderness t 
From this delicacy of the muse arose t 
(more lively and cholcric than her clder 
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¥eappily, one of these ancient Dunciads (as we may 
well term it) is come down unto us, amongst the tra- 
gedies of the poet Euripides. And what doth the 
reader suppose may be the subject thereof? Why, 
in truth, and it is worthy observation, the unequal 
contest of an old, dull, debauched buffoon Cyclops, 
with the heaven-directed favourite of Minerva; who, 
after having quietly borne all the monster’s obscene 
and impious ribaldry, endeth the farce in punishing 
him with the mark of an indelible brand in his fore- 
head. May we not then be excused, if, for the future, 
we consider the epics of Homer, Virgil, and Milton, 
together with this our poem, as a complete tetralogy ; 
in which the last worthily holdeth the place or sta- 
tion of the satiric piece ? . 

Proceed we, therefore, in our subject. It hath 
been long, and, alas for pity! still remaineth a ques- 
tion, whether the hero of the greater epic should be 
an honest man; or, as the I’rench critics express it, 
un honnete homme :' but it never admitted of a doubt, 
but that the hero of the little epic should be just the 
contrary. Hence, to the advantage of our Dunciad, 
we may observe, how much juster, the moral of that 
poem must needs be whcre so important a question 
is previously decided. 

But then it is not every knavc, nor (let me add) 
every fool, that is a fit subject for a Dunciad. ‘There 
must stil] exist some analogy, if not resemblance of 
qualities, between the heroes of the two poems; and 
this, in order to admit what neoteric critics call 
the parody, one of the liveliest graces of the little 
epic. Thus it being agreed that the constituent 
qualities of the great epic hero, are wisdom, bravery, 
and love, from whence springeth heroic virtue; it 
followeth, that those of the lesser epic hero should 


1 Si un beros poétique doit ctre un honnite homme 
Bossu, du Potme Epique, liv. v.ch 5 


»».» τ. 


port and ουι......... 
support in the resources which procow .. 
scious rectitude of will_—And are the advi 
vanity, when arising to the heroic etanda 
short of this self-complacence? nay, are th 
the opinion of the enamoured owner, far b 
‘Let the world,’ will such an one say, ‘imp 
what folly or weakness they please ; but ti 
can give me something that will make 
heartily happy, I am content to be gazed at 
we see, is vanity according to the heroi: 
measure; not that low and ignoble spec 
pretendcth to virtues we have not; but th 
ambition of being gazed at for glorying in ' 
which every body knows wo have. ‘°’ 
may eek,’ says he, ‘why I make my foll 
Why not? I have passed my life very ples 
them.’? In short, there is no sort of vi 
hero would scruple, but that which migh 
degrade him from his high station in εἰ 
ciad ; namely, ‘whether it would not be Ὁ 
to take chame to himself, for not being ὃ 
“ta earand attribute of the 
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without doubt, the bravest character in all the Aineis - 
but how? His bravery, we know, was a high cou- 
rage of blasphemy. And can we say less of this 
brave man’s? who, having told us that he placed his 
*summum bonum in those follies which he was not 
content barely to possess, but would likewise glory 
in,’ adds, ‘if 1 am misguided, ’tis nature's fault, and I 
follow her.’! Nor can we be mistaken in making 
this happy quality a species of courage, when we 
consider theese illustrious marks of it, which made his 
face ‘more known (as he justly boasteth) than most 
in the kingdom ;’ and his Janguage to consist of what 
we must allow to be the most daring figure of speech, 
that which is taken from the name of God. 

Gentle love, the next ingredient of the true hero’s 
composition, is a mere bird of passage, or (as Shak- 
speare calls it) ‘summer-teeming lust,’ and evaporates 
in the heat of youth; doubtless by that refinemont it 
suffers in passing through those certain strainers 
which our poet somewhere speaketh of. But when 
it is fet alone to work upon the lees, it acquireth 
strength by old age; and becometh a lasting orna- 
ment to the little epic. It is true, indeed, there is 
one objection to its fitness for such a use: for not 
only the ignorant may think it common, but it is ad- 
mitted to be so, even by him who best knoweth its 
value. ‘Doa't you think,’ argueth he, ‘to say only 
a map has his whore,? ought to go for little or 
nothing? because defendit numcrus. Take the first 
ten thousand men you meet, and, I believe, you would 
be no loser if you betted ten to one that every single 
sinner of them, one with another, had been guilty of 
the same frailty.’2 But here he seemeth not to have 


1 Life of C.C. Ρ. 93. 2 Alluding to these lines in the 


and has not Colly still his lord and whore, 
His butchers Henley, hi@free-marons Moore ” 


B Latter to Mr. P. p. 46. 
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4.......-. Servetur 86 ἤπιε» 
Qualis ab incepto processerat——- 

But here, in justice both to the poet ἃ 
Jet us farther remark, that the calling h« 
imiplied she was his own, δι not his 
Truly acommendable continence! and οἱ 
himeelf must have applauded. For ho 
denial was necessary not to covet his 
whore! and what disorders must the 
have occasioned in that society, whare | 
this political calculator) nine in ten of 
their concubines! 

We have now, as briefly as we couk 
through the three constituent qualities : 
Bat it is not in any, or in all of these, 
properly or esscatially resideth. It is 
yather from the collision of these I 
against one another. Thus, as from wi 
and love, ariseth magnanimity, the obj 
tion, which is the aim of the greate: 
Vanity, assurance, and debauchery, 
f.anerv. the source of ridicule, that ' 
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by that faculty as evidently to raise our happiness, as 
by our os sublime (our erected faces) to lift the dig- 
nity of our form above them.” All this considered, 
how complete a hero must he be, as well as how 
happy a man, whose risibility lieth not barely in his 
muscles, as in the common sort, but (as himself in- 
formeth us) in his very spirits? and whose os sublime 
is not simply an erect face, but a brazen head; as 
should seem by his preferring it to one of iron, said 
to belong to the fate king of Sweden 72 

But whatever personal qualities a hero may have, 
the examples of Achilles and A/neas show us, that all 
those cre of small avail, without the constant assist- 
ance of the gods; for the subversion and erection of 
empires have never been adjudged the work of man. 
How greatly socver then we may esteem of his high 
talents, we can hardly conceive his personal prowess 
alone sufficient to restore the decayed empire of dul- 
ness. So weighty an achievement must require the 
particular favour and protection of the great; who 
being the natural patrons and supporters of letters, as 
the ancient gods were of Troy, must first be drawn 
off and engaged in another interest, before the total 
subversion of them can be accomplished. To sur- 
mount, therefore, this last and greatest difficulty, we 
have, in this excellent man, a professed favourite and 
intimado of the great. And look, of what force aa- 
cient piety was to draw the gods into the party of 
Eneas, that, and much stronger, is modern incense, 
to engage the great in the party of dulness. 

Thus have we essayed to portray or shadow out 
this noble imp of fame. But now the impatient reader 
will be apt to say, ‘Ifso many and various graces go 
to the making up a hero, what mortal shall suffice to 
bear his character?’ II] hath he read who seeth not, 
jn every trace of this picture, that individual, all-ac- 

ED 
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error most of all concerned. For no suv: 
fourth book laid open the high and swel 
but he recognized his own heroic acts: an 
came to the words, 

* Soft on her lap her Jaureat son reciii 
(though laureat imply no more than on 
with laurel, as befitteth any associate or 
empire,) he loudly resented this indignity 
Majesty. Indeed, not without cause, he | 
represented as fast asleep; so misbeseem 
of empire, which, like that of Provide: 
never doze nor slumber. ‘ Hah” saith he, ' 
it seems ! that’s a little too strong. Pert 
least you might have allowed me, bu 
asleep as any fool.”! However, the injur 
comfort himself with this reflection, that 
a sleep, yet it is not the sleep of death, b 
tality. Here he will? live at Jeast, thoug 
and in no worse condition than many 
warrior before him. The famous Dura: 
atance, was, like him, cast into a lon 

*“- Beitich hard and necromar 
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wacred aud perfect things, either of religion or go- 
vernment, can escape the sting of envy, methinks I 
already hear these carpers objecting to the clearness 
of our hero’s title. 

“Ie would never,’ say they, ‘have been esteemed 
sufficient to make a hero for the Iliad or Zneis; that 
Achilles was brave enough to overturn one empire, 
or AEneas pious enough to raise another, had they not 
been goddess born, and princes bred. What thea 
did this author mean, by erecting a player instead of 
ene of his patrons (a person, “ never a hero even on 
the stage,’’!) to this dignity of colleague in the empire 
of dulness, and achiever of a work that neither old 
Omar, Attila, nor John of Leyden could entirely 
bring to pass 7’ 

To all this we have, as we conceive, a sufficient 
answer from the Roman historian, fabrum esse sua 
quemque fortune: ‘that every man is the smith of his 
own fortune.’ The politic Florentine, Nicholas 
Machiavel, goeth still further, and affirmeth that a 
man needeth but to believe himself a hero to be one 
of the worthiest. ‘Let him,’ saith he, ‘but fancy 
himeelf capable of the highest things, and he will of 
course be ableto achieve them.’ From this principle 
it follows, that nothing can exceed our hero's prow- 
ess, as nothing ever equalled the greatness of his con- 
ceptions. Hear how he constantly paragons himself; 
at one time to Alexander the Great and Charles XII. 
of Sweden, for the excess and delicacy of his am- 
_ bition :2 to Henry 1V. of France, for honest policy ;* 
to the first Brutus, for love of liberty ;4 and to sir 
Robert Walpole, for good government while in pow- 
er:5 at another time, to the godlike Socrates, for his 
diversions and amusements ὁ to Horace, Montaigne, 
and sir William Temple, for an elegant vanity thet 


1 See Life, p. 1 2p. 149. THA 
4 p. 366. 5 p. 457. 6 p. 8. 


Nor did ine αὐ «...... 
conceit. In his early youth he met the ne 
face to face in Nottingham, at a time whe 
ters contented themselves with following 
was here he got acquainted with Old Battle 
wham he hath made so honourable mentic 
of his immortal odes. But he shone in cour 
as in camps; he was called up whon the ἢ 
in labour of this Revolution ;5 and was a gos 
christening, with the bishop and the ladies.6 

As to his birth, it is true he pretendeth n 
either to heathen god or goddess; but, τ 
good, he was descended from a maker of be 
that he did not pass himself on the world : 
as well by birth as education, was his owr 
his lincage he bringeth into his life as an 
and is sensible he had it in his power to 
nobody's son at all :3 and what is that but: 
the world a hero? 

But be it (the punctilious laws of epic : 
quiring) that a hero of more than morta’ 
needs be had; even for this we have a re 

"> davive aur hero’s pedigree fro 
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tn an artful gamester. And who fitter than the off- 
spring of Chance, to assist in restoring the empire of 
Night.amd Chaos! ἡ 

There is, in trath, another objection of greater 
‘weight, namely, ‘That this here still existeth, and 
hath not yet finished his earthly course. For if Se@- 
jon said well, 

* ultima semper 


Expectanda dies homini: dicique beatus 
Ante obitum nemo supremaqué funera debet ἢ 


#f no man be called happy till his death, surely much 
less can any one,till then, be pronounced a hero: this 
species of men being far more subject than others te 
xhe caprices of fortune and humour.’ Bat to this alse 
«we have an answer, that will (we hope) be deemed 
decisive. kt cometh from himself; whe, to cut this 
matter short, hath solemnly protested that he will 
never Change or‘amend. 

With regard te his-vanity, he declareth that nothing 
shall ever part them. ‘ Nature,’ said he, ‘hath amply 
supplied me in vanity; a pleasure which seither the 
pertness of wit, nor the gravity of wisdom, will ever 
persuade mee to part with.! Our poet had charitably 
endeavoured te administer a cure to it: but he telleth 
as plainly, * My superiors perhaps may be mended by 
fim; but for my part I own myself incerrigible. [ 
took upon my follies as the best part of my fortune.’? 
And with good reason; we see to what they have 
brought bim! 

Secondly ; as to buffoonery. ‘Is it,’ saith he, ‘a 
time of day for me to leave off these fooleries, and 
set up a new character? I.can ne more put off my 
follies than my skin; 1 have eften tried, but they stick 
too close to me: ner am ἴ sure my friends are dis- 
pleased with them, for in this light I afford them fre- 
ayuent matter of mirth, &c. &c."? Having then so 

CEES 


J See Life, p. 494. 2p. 9. 3p Y- 


τῶν Gis δ Πρ; -- -- 


embalm him for posterity. 
Nothing, therefore (we cc 
der his own prophecy of h 
diate effect. A rare felicit: 
have had the satisfaction to 
conclude better than with 
his, which is conceived i: 
*my dulness will find some 
*Tandem Pheebus adcst, m 
Congelat, et patulos, ut er 


BY AUT. 


By virtue of the authon 
for subjecting poets to th 
have revised this piece ; v 
appellation of King to ha 
pretender, pseudo-poet, o 
Tibbald ; and apprehendin 
in some sort a reflection ὁ 
sult on that legal authori 
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THE DUNCIAD. 


TO DR. JONATHAN SWIFT. 


BOOK THE FIRST. 


; ARGUMENT. 

The proposition, the invocation, and the inscription. 
Then the original of the great empire of Dulness, and 
cause of the continuance thereof. The college of the 
goddess in the city, with her private academy for poets 
in particular: the governors of it, and the four cardi- 
nal virtues Then the poem hastes into the midst of 
things, presenting her, on the evening of a lord-mayor's 
day, revolving the long succession of her sons, and the 
glory past and tocome. She fixes her eyes on Bays to 
be the instrument of that great event which is the 
eubject of the poem. He is described pensive among 
his books, giving up the cause, and apprehending the 
period of her empire. After debating whether to be- 
take himeelf to the church, or to gaming, or to party- 
writing, he raises an altar of proper books, and (mak- 
ing first his solemn prayer and declaration) purposes 
thereon to sacrifice all his unsuccessful writings. As 
the pile is kindled, the goddess beholding the flamo 
from her seat, flies and puts it out, by casting upon it 
the poem of Thule. She forthwith reveals herself to 
him, transports him to her temple, unfolds her arte, 
διὰ initiates him into her mysteries ; then announcing 
the death of Eusden, the poet laureate, anoints him, 
earrics him to court, and proclaims him succcssor. 


Tae mighty mother, and her son, who brings 
The Smithfield muses to the ear of kings, 
Ising. Say you, her instruments, the great! 
Call’d to this work by Dulness, Jove, and Fate ; 


REMARKS. 


The Duociad, sic MS.) It may well be disputed whe- 
ther this be a right reading. Ought it not rather be akin 
τ ἮΝ @ etymology evidently demande’ 
OL. ££. 


4 


τε δον... --- 

constantly observes the vation of thi 
in epelling the name of his beloved author, 
common careless cditors, with the onninsic 
sometimes of two 60᾽ (a8 Shakepear,) whic 
pardonable. ‘ Nor is the neglect of a singh 
as to some it may appear; the altoration wh 
ed language is an achievement that bring 
exitic who advances it; and Dr. Bentley wi 
to posterity for his performances of this sor 
world shall have any estecm for the remai 
and Philemon.’ 

This is surely a slip in the learned autho! 
note ; there having been since produced by 
tiquary, an autograph of Shakespeare hi 

pears that he spelled his own name Ww 
And upon this authority it was, that the 
curators of his monument in Weatmioster . 
former wrong reading, and restored the t 
new piece of old gy ian granite. Nor 

desorve our thanks, but for exhibit 
qnonument the first specimen of an editior 
marble; where (as may be scen on compar 
the book) in the space of five lines, two w 
verse are changed, and it in to bo hoped 
and outlast whatever hath been hitherto | 
for the future, our learned sister wniversi 
of England) is taking care to perpetuate 8 

speare at the Clarendon prose. 
It is to be noted that this great critic als 


ate tha inerrint 


THE DUNCIAD. 187 


Say, how the goddess bade Britannia sleep, 
And poor’d her spirit o’er the land and deep. 


REMARKS. 


thereto by authority (at al] times, with critics, equal, if not 
superior to reason.) In which method of proceeding, I cen 
never enough praise my good friend the exact Mr. Thomas 
Hearne; who, if any word occur, which to him and alt 
mankind ia evidently wrong, yet keeps he it in the text with 
due reverence, and only remarks in the margin, Sic MS. In 
like manner we shall nut amend this error in the title itsolf, 
but only note it oditer, to evince to the learned that it was 
not oar feult, nor any effect of our ignorance or inattention. 
Scribl. 

This poem wag written in the year 1726. In the next 
year ap imperfect edition was published at Dublin, aad re- 
printed at London in twelves; another at Dublin, and 
another at London, in octavo; and three others in twelves 
the same year. But there was uo perfect edition before 
that of London, in quarto; which was aitended with notes. 
We are willing to acquaint posterity, that this poem was 

nted to King George the Second and his queen, by the 

ands of Sir Robert Walpole, on the 12th of March, 1728-9. 

Schol. Vet. 

Tt was expressly confessed in the preface to the first . 
edition, that this poem was not published by the author him- 
aclf, It was printed originally in a foreign country: and 
what foreign country ? hy, one notorious for blunders; 
where fin ing blanks only instead of proper names, these 
blunderers filled them up at their pleasure. 

The very hero of the poem huth been mistaken to this 
hour; #0 that we were obliged to open our notes with a dis- 
covery who he really was. We learn from the former editor, 
that this piece was presented by tho hands of sir Robert 
Walpole to King George If. Now tho author directly tells 
us, his hero is the man 

—— who brings 
The Smithficld muses to the ear of kings. 
And i is notorious who was the person on whom this 
prince conferred the honour of the laurel. - 

It appears as plainly from the apostrophe to the great in 
the third verse, that Tibbald could not be the person, who 
was never an author in fashinn, or caressed by the great; 
whereas thie single characteristic is sufficient to point out 
the true hero: who, above all other poets of his time, was 
the peculiar delight and chosen companion of the nobility 
of ad; and wrote, as he himeelf tells us, certain af bin 
works at the earnest desire of peraons of quality. . 

Lastly, the sixth verse affords full proots nis poe WOH 


Fate in their dotage this fai 
Gross as her sire, and as he 
Laborious, heavy, busy, bol, 
She ruled, in native anarchy 


REMAR 


the only one who w&s universal 
80 exactly like him, io his poetic 
moral capacities, that it could ju 

‘Still Dunce the second reigns 


Ver.1. The mighty mother, 
reader ought here to be cautione 
son, is the principal agent ¢ 
m is only chosen as her colles 
custom in Rume before sume g 
action of the poem being by no m 
Greate, which is performed in 1 
restoration of the empire of Dulne 

accomplished till the last. 

er. 2. The Smithfield Muses. 
where Bartholomew fair was kent 
and dramatica) entertainmenta, fo 


THE DUNCIAD. 189 


Sull her old empire to restore she tries, 
For, born a goddess, Dulness never dies. 

Oh thou ! whatever title please thine ear— 

Dean, Drapier, Bickerstaff, or Gulliver ! 20 
Whether thou choose Cervantes’ serious air, 

Or laugh and shake in Rabelais’ easy char, 

Or praise the court, or magnify mankind, 

Or thy grieved country’s copper chains unbind, 
From thy Bootia though her power retires, 

Moura not, my Swift, at aught our realm acquires. 
Here pleased behold her mighty wings outspread 
To hatch a new Saturnian age of lead. 

Close to those walls where Foily holds her throne, 
And laughs to thiak Monroe would take herdown, 30 
Where o'er the gates, by his famed father’s hand, 
Great Cibber’s brazen, brainless brothers stand ; 


REMARKS. 
design of the poet. Henee it ie that some have complainod 
he too mean a subject, and imagined he employs 
himeslf like Domitian, in killing flies; whereas those who 
have the true key will find hesports with nobler quarry, and 
embraces a larger compass; or (as one saith on a liko oc- 


Will see hie work, like Jacob's ladder rise, 
Its foot ia dirt, its head amid the skies.’ B 

Ver. 17. Still her old empire to resture.) This restoration 
makes the completion of the poem. Vide Book iv. 

Ver. 23. Laugh aod shuke in Rubelais' eany chair.) The 
imagery is exquisite; and the equivoque in the last words, 
gives on Peculiar elegance to the whole expression. The 
easy τ euits his age: Rabelais’ easy chair marks his cha- 
racter; and he filled and possessed it as the right beir and 
successor of that original genius. 

Ver. 23. Or praise the court, or magnify mankind.) 
Frenice, alluding to Gulliver's representationa of both. The 
next line relates to the papers of the Draper against the cur- 
reacy of Wood's copper coin in Ireland, which, upon the 

τ discontent of the people, his majesty was most gra- 
ciously to recall. 

Ver. Moura oot, my Swift, at aught our res'm ac- 

] Fronice iterum. The politics of England and Ire- 

were at this time by some thought to be opponite, or 
interfering with each other. Dr. Swift of course was in the 
interest of the latter, our author of the former. oa 

Ver. 31. By his famed father'ahand.| Mr. Cana Quote 


199 POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 


One cell there is, conceal’d from vulgar eye,  -- 
The cave of poverty and poetry. ; 
Keen, hollow winds how! through the bleak recess, 
Emblem of music caused by emptiness. 

Hence bards, like Proteus, long in vain tied down, 
Escape in monsters, and amaze the town. 

Hence Miscellanies spring, the weekly boast 

Of Curll’s chaste press, and Lintot’s rubric post: 40 
Hence hymning ‘Tyburn’s clegiac lines, 

Hence journals, medleys, Mercuries, magazines, 
Sepulchral lies, our holy walls to grace, 

And new-year odes, and all the Grub-street race. 


REMARKS. - 
Cibber, futher of the poet-laureate. The two statues of 
tho Junatics over the gates of Bodlam-hospital were done by 
him, and (as the son justly says of them) are no ill monu- 
ments of his fame as an artist. 

Ver. 34. Poverty and poctry.} 1 cannot here omit a re- 
mark that will greatly codear our author to every one, who 
shall attentively observe that humanity and candour, which 
every whore appears in him towards those unhappy objects 
of the ridicule of all mankind, the bad poets. He thore im- 
putes all scandalous rhymes, scurrilous weekly papers, bese 

atteries, wretched elogies, songs, and verses (even from 
those sung at court, to ballads in the street,) not so much to 
malice or scrvility as to dulness, and not so much to dulnesa 
as to necesaity. And thus, at the very commencement of 
his satire, makes on apology for all that are to be sntirized. 

Ver. 40. Curll’s chaste press, and Lintot’s rubric ῥοαὶ: 
Two bowksellers, of whoin see Book ii. The former was 
fined by the Court of King’s Bench for publishing ubscene 
books; the latter usually adorned his shop with titles in red 
letters. 

Ver. 41. Hence hymning Tyburn’s elogiac lines.) It isan 
socient English custom for the malefactors to sing a psalm 
at their execution at Tyburn; and no less customary to 
priot elegics on their devths, at the same time, or before. 

Ver. 43. Sepulchral lies,] isa just satire on the flatteries 
and fulsuhoods adinitted to be inscribed on the walls of 
churches, in epitaphs; which occasioned the following 
epigram : 

*¥riend! in your epitapha, I’m grieved 
So very much issaid; | 
One half will never be believed, 
The other never read: 
Ver. 44. Now-ycar odes.) Made by the portianeda 
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In clouded majesty here Dulness shone ; 

Four guardian virtues, round, support her throne: 
Fierce champion Fortitude, that knows no fears 

Of hisses, blows, or want, or loss of ears : 

Calm Temperance, whose blessings those partake, 
Who huager and who thirst for scribbling’ sake: 50 
Prudence, whose glass presents the approaching jail: 
Poetic Justice, with her lifted scale, 

Where, in nice balance, truth with gold she weighs, 
And solid pudding against empty praise. 

Tiere she beholds the chaos dark and deep, 
Where nameless somethings in their causes sleep, 
Till genia} Jacobpon a warm third day, 

Calls forth each mass, a poem or a play: 

How hints, like spawn, scarce quick in embryo lie ; 
How new-born nonsense first istaught to cry. δ0 
Maggots, half-form’d, in rhyme exactly meet, 

And learn to craw! upon poetic feet : 

Here one poor word a hundred clenches makes, 
And ductile Dulness new meanders takes ; 

There motley images her fancy strike, 

Figures ill-pair’d, and similes unlike. 

She sees a mob of metaphors advance, 

Pleased with the madness of the mazy dance; 


REMARKS. 

for the time being, to be sung at court on every now-year’s 
day, the words of which aro happily drowned in the voices 
and instruments. The new-year udes of the hero of this 
work were of a cast distinguished from all that preceded 
him, and made a conspicuous part of his character as a 
writer, which doubtless induced our author to mention them 
here so particularly. 

Ver. 45. In clouded majesty here Dulnesa shone.) See 
this cloud removed or rolled back, or gathered up to hor 
head, Bouk iv. ver. 17, 18. It is worth while to compare 
his description of the majesty of Dulness ina state of peace 
and tranquillity, with that more busy scene where she 
mounts the throne in triamph, and is not so much supported 

her own virtues, as by the princely consciousness of ha- 


destroyed all other. - 
er. 57. Gonial Jacob) Tonson. Τίνι. ram of 
keollers of that name. 


Glittering with ice here hoary nius a 
There painted valleys of eternal gree 
In cold December fragrant chaplets b 
Aad heavy harvests nod beneath the | 
All these, and more, the cloud-com 
Beholds through fogs, that magnify tl 
She, tinsel’d o'er in robes of varying 
With self-applause her wild creation 
Sees momentary monsters rise and fa 
And with her own fools’ colours gil 
"T'was on the day, when * * rich a 
Like Cimon triumph’d both on land : 
(Pompe without guilt, of bloodless sw 
Glad chaios, warm furs, broad ban 
faces,) 
Now night descending, the proud sc 
But lived in Settle’s numbers, one ὰ 
Now mayors End shrieves all hush’d 
Yet eat, in dreams, the custard of th 
While pensive poets painful vigils ks 
Sleepless themselves, to give their n 
tahitian 


REMARKS. 
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Much to the mindful queen the foust recalls 

What city swans once sung within the walls τ ! 
Much she revolves their arts, their ancient praise, 
And sure succession down from Heywood's days, 
She saw with joy, the line immortal run, 

Each sire imprest and glaring in his son : 100 
So watchful Bruin forms, with plastic care, - 

Fach growing lump, and brings it to a bear. 

She saw old Pryn in restless Daniel shine, 

And Eusden eke out Blackmore's endiess line : 


REMARKS. 


Ibid. But lived, in Settle’s numbers, one day more.] Set- 
tle was poet to the city of London. [is office was to com- 
yearly panegyrics upon the lord mayors, and verses to 
e spoken in the pageants: but that part of the shows being 
at length frugally abolished, the employment of City-poet 
; so that upon Sottle’s demise, there wus no successor 
to that place. 
Ver. John Heywood, whose interludes were printed 
in the time of Henry VIII. . 
Ver. 103. Old Prya io rostless Daniel.) The first edition 
had it, 
© She saw in Norton all his father shine τ᾽ 


a great mistake! for Daniel de Foe had parts, but Norton 
de Foe was a wretched writer, and never attempted poetry. 
Much more justly te Daniel himself, made successor to W. 
fryn, both of whom wrote verses as well as Politics; as ap 
poars hy the poem de Jure Divino, &c. of Do Foe, and by 
yome lines in Cowlcy’s Miscellanies on the othér. And 
both these authors hada resemblance in their fates as well 
es their writings, having been alike sentenced to the pillory. 

Ver. 104. And Eusden eke out, &c.] Lawrence Eusden, 
poet Janreato. Mr. Jacob gives a catalogue of some few 
only of his works, which were ver; numeruus. Mr. Cooke, 


* Eusden, a Jaurel’d bard by fortune rais’d, 
By very fow was read, by fewer praised.’ 


Mr. Oldmixzon, in his Arts of Logic and Rhetoric, p. 413, 

414, affirms, ‘That of ali the Galimatias he ever met with, 

mone comes up to some verses of this poet, which have as 

ΤΆΦΟΝ of the ridiculum and the fustian in them as can well 

be jumbled together, and aro of that eort of nonsense, which 

20 vonfounds all ideas, that there ia no Sieacl ons 
Jott in the mind.’ Farther he says of bim,'Thel be wen 
prophesied his own poetry shall be aweater than Coeroenss 


- 


Ovid, and Tibuilus: put we vere vo 
hment of it, from what he hath la! 
which Mr. Oldmizon has not spare 
the putting the laurel on the head 
verses, will give futurity a very lively 
and justice of those who bestowed 
well-known learning of that nobh 
lord chamberlain, might have scree 
mannerly reflection. Nor ou ht Mr. | 
so long after, that the laurcl would 
own brows, or any other's: it wore nm 
in the opinion of the duke of Buckip 


‘—In rush’d Eusden, and cried 
But [ the true laureate, to whon 
Apollo begg’d pardon, and granu 
But vow'd that till then he ne’e: 


The same plea might also serve for 
ber: and is further strengthened it 
made on that occasion : 
‘In merry Old England it once 
The king had his poet, and ais: 
But new we're £0 frugal, I'd ha 
That Cibber can acrve both for 


Of Blackmore, seo Book ii. ΟΥ̓ P: 
and Book iii. prope fin. 

Nahum Tate was poet laureate 
vention ; but sometimes translated t« 
by Mr. Drvden. In his second part 
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In each she marks her image full exprest, 
But chief in Bays’s monster-bleeding breast : 
REMARKS. 


steps back a thousand years to call in the snceour of the 
ancieu's. His very pavegyre is spiterul, and he uses it for 
the simo Τό δῇ O38 sume ladies do their commendation of a 
dead beauty, who would never bave their good word, but 
that a liviog one happened to be mentioned in their com- 
pany. His applause is not the tribute of his heart, but the 
sacrifice of his revenge,’ &c.  Judeed, tis pieces agaist our 
pect are somewhat of an augry cnuructer, aud as they are 
now scarce extant, a taste of this s‘y!e may be satisfuctury 
to the curious. δ young, equab, shurt geutleman, whose 
outward form, though it should be that of dowaright 
monkey, would not differ so much fiom the human shape 
as his unthinking immaterial part dues from human under- 
standing.—He is as stupid and as venuimous asa hunch- 
back’d tuad. A book through which folly and ignorance, 
those brethren so lamo and impotent, do ridiculously look 
big and very dull, and strut and hobble, check by jowl 
with their arms on kimbo, being led and supported, an 
bully-hack’d by that blind Hector, Impucenco.’ Reflect. on 
the Essay on Criticisin, p. 26, 29, 30. 

It would be unjust not to add his reasons for this fury, 
they are so strong and so coercive. ‘I regard him,’ saith 
he, ‘as an cnemy, not so much to me, as lo my King, to my 
country, to my religion, and to that liberty which has been 
‘tte sulé felicity of my life. A vagary of fortune, who is 
sometimes plicased to be frolicsome, and the epidemic mad- 
ress of the times, have given him reputation, and “ reputa- 
jon,”’ as Hobbes says, “is power,” and that has mado bim 
Jangorous. Therefore I look on it us my duty to Kin 
Seorge, whose faithful subject [ am; to my cuuntry, o 
which have appeared a constant lover; to the laws, under 
whose protection I have so long lived ; and to the liberty of 
my country, more dear to me than lite, of which I have now 
for forty yoars been a conatant asscrier, &c.—F look upon it 
is my duty, I say, to do—you sha!! see what—to pull the 
ion’s akin from this little ass, which popular error has 
‘brown around him; and to show that this author, who has 
yeon lately so much in vogue, has neither sense in his 
houghts, nor English in bis expression.” Dennis, Rem. on 
Hom. Pref. p. 2, 91, &c. . 

Besides these public-spirited reasons, Mr. D. had a pri- 
rato one; which, by his manner of expressing it in p. 92. 
appears to have been equally strong. He was even in bodily 
Bar of his life, from the machinations of the sand Mr. Be 
The story,’ says he, ‘is too long to b= told, but wiho would 
v acquainted with it, may hear W from Mr. Con τ Wook 


that L have wit τὰ just conse.) on, 
two clandestine weapons, his slande 
Which last words of hin book plainly d 
icion was that of being poisoned, in 
ὕμηι had been before him: of which 
true account of the horrid and barbarou 
on the body of Edinund Curll, printed it 
cedent to that wherein these remarks 
pablished. But what puts it beyond a 
sago in a very warm treatise, in whi 
concerned, price two-pence, called, A 
Pope and his Writings, printed for 8. 1 
tenth whereof he is eaid ‘to ha 
thusc calamities and diaeuses which he 
by administering poison to them;* at 
Sturking way-lying cowurd, and 8 ε 
Which (with inany other things most } 
piece) must havo rendered him a terr 
only, but to all Christian people. Thi 
only provoked our incorrigible poet ἴκ 
@pigram: 
* Should Dennis publish you had stal 
Lampoon'd your nunarel, or deba: 
Say, what revenge on Donnis can by 
Too dull fur laughter, for reply too 1 
On one so poor you cunnot take the 
On one sv old your sword you scort 
Uncagail then Ict tho harmices mon: 
Securo in dulnes, madness, want, ε 


Bf. Ft TRannts wees 


THE DUNCIAD. 197 


Dulness with transport cyes the lively dunce, 
Remembering she herself was pertness once. 

Now (shame to fortune!) an ill run at play 

Blank’d his bold visage, and a thin third day : 
Swearing and supperless thc hero sat, 

Blasphemed his gods, the dice, and damn’d his fate; 


REMARKS. “Ὁ 


poet here hath done full justice to his hero's character, 
which it were a great mis ake ty imogine was who'ly sunk 
in stupidity; he is allowed to have supported it with a wone 
derfal nuxture of vivacity. This character is heightened ace 
¢urding to his own desire, in a letter he wrote to our author: 
‘Pert and dull at least you might have allowed me. What! 
am I only to be dull, und dull still, and again, and for ever?’ 
He then solemnly appealed to his own conscience, that ‘he 
could not think himself so, nor believe that our poet did; 
but that he spake worse of him than he could possibly think ; 
god concluded it must be merely to show his wit, or for some 
profit or lucre to himeelf.’ Life of C. C. chap. vii. and Let- 
ter to Mr. P. page 15, 40, 53. And to show his claim to 
what the poet was so unwilling to allow him, of baing port 
as well as dull, he declarea he will bave the last word ; which 
occasioned the following epigram: 


Quoth Cibher to Pope, “Though in verse you foreclose, 
I'll have the last word ; for, by G—, Pll write prose.” 
Poor Cully, thy reasoning 18 none of the strongest, 

Four know, the last word is the word that Insts longest. 


Ver. 115. Suppertess the hero 981. Tt is amaaing how 
the sense of this hath baen mistukon by all the former com- 
mentators, who most idly suppose it to imply, that the hero 
of the poem wanted a supper. [0 truth, a great absurdity. 
Not that we are ignorant that the hero of Homer's Odyssey 
is frequen'ly in that circumstance, and, therefore, it evn no 
way derogate from the g andeur of epic poem to represent 
euch hero under ἃ ca'a‘nity, to which the grentest, not only 
of critics and poste, but of kings and warriors, have been 
eubject. But much more refined, f will venture to say, is 
the meaning of our author: it wus to give us obliquely a 
curious precept, or what Bossu calls a disguised sentence, 
that ‘Temperance is the life of study.” The language of 
poesy brings all into action; and to represent a critic encom- 

with books but without a supper, is a picture which 
sely expresseth how much the true critic prefera the diet " 
of the mind to that of tha bodv, one of which he alwage ces- 
tigates, and often totally neglects, for the greater \myprorve- 
moat of the other. Seribt. 
Bat since the discovery of the trus hero of the Wom Ary 


yet wrote and tflounder’d on, 11 mere dc 
Ronod him much embryo, much abortior 
Muck fiture ode, and ixtionted play: 
Nonsense @.cc.pitate, like running lead, 
Then slipp'd through crags and zig-zage 
All that on folly frenzy could beget, 
Fruit of dull heat, and sooterkins of wit. 
Next o'er his books his eyes began to ro. 
In pleasing memory of all he stole, 

How here he sipp'd, how here he plunde 
And suck'd all o’er like an industrious be 
Here lay poor Fletcher's half-eat scenes, 
The frippery of crucified Molicre : 
There hapless Shakspeare, yet of Tibbal 
Wish'd he had blotted for himself before 


REMARKS. 
we not add, that nothing was xo natural, δ ΠΟΥ 
of money ut dice, or of reputation by hin pla: 
poet should bave no erent stomach to eat a_ 
sides, how well bas the poet eonsulted hiv her 
in adding that he las swore all the lime 1 
Ver. 131. Poor Fleteher’s hali-eat scenes.) 

ber of them tasen oul to paich up his plays. 
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Tie rest on outside merit but presume, 

Or serve (like other fools) to fill a room ; 

Such with their shelves as due proportion hold, 

Or their fond parents dress'd in red and gold : 

Or where the pictures for the page atone, 

And Quarles is saved by beauties not his own. 140 
Here swells ‘the shelf with Ogilby the great : 

There, stamp’d with arms, Newcastle shinés complete: 
Here all his suffering brotherhood retire, 

And ’scape the martyrdom of jakes and fire -Ὄ 

A Gothic fibrary ! of Greece and Rome 

Well purged, and worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome, 


REMARKS. 


biotted a line.’ Ben Jonson honestly wixhed he had blotted 
a thousand; and Shakspeare would certainly bave wished 
the same, if he had lived to sec the alterations in his works 
which not the actors only (and especially the daring hero of 
tlris poem) have made on the stage, but the presumptuous 
critics of our days in their editions. 

Ver. 135. The rest on outside merit, &c.) This library 
is divided into three parts; the firat consists of those authore 
from whom he stole, and whose works he mangled ; the 86- 
cond of such aa fitted the shelves, or were gilded for show, 
or aderned with picteres: the third class our author calls. 
aolid learning, old bodies of divinity, old commentaries, old 
English printers, or, old English translationg; all very volu- 
yoinous, and fit to erect allars to Dulness. 

Ver. 141. Ogilby the great:] ‘John Ogilby was one, 
who, from a late initiation into literature, made such ἃ pro- 

reas as might well style him the prodigy of his time! send- 
ing into the world so many large volumes! His translations 
of Homer and Virgil done to the life, and with such excel- 
lent sculptures: and (what added gveat grace to his works) 
he printed them all on special good pnper, and in a very g 
letter.” Winstanley, Lives of Puete. , ; 

Wer. 142. There, stamp’d with arms, Newcastle shines 
eomplete ‘} ''The dutchess of Newcastle was one who bu- 
sied herself in the ravishing delights of poetry; leaving to 
posterity ia print three ample volumes o her studious en- 
deavoura.’ Winsterley, ibid. Langbane reckons up eight 
folios of her grace’s, which were usually adorned with gild- 
ed covers, and had her coat of arms upan them. 

Ver. 146. Worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome.) The 
poet has mentioned these three authors ΝᾺ PaReuler sss 
they are paralle! to our hero in his Xnrea capacities βοᾷ ~. 
Je was bia brother laureate, only waced ρον DOL-WYy 


- 
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But, high above, more solid learning shone, 
The classics of an age that heard of none; 
‘There Caxton slept, with Wynkyn at his side, 149 
One clasp’d in wood, and one in strong cow-hide ; 
‘There, saved by spice,.like inummies, many a year, 
Dry bodies of divinity appear. 
De Lyra there a dreadful front extends, 
And here the groaning shelves Phileanon bends. 


REMARKS. 


the city instead of the court; but equally famous for onic 
tulligible Nights in his poems ou public occasions, such as 
shows, birth-dayx, &c. 2. Banks was his rival in tragedy, 
though nore successful in one of his tragedies, the Eash 
of Essex, which is yet uiive: Anna Boleyn, the Queen of 
Scots, and Cyrus the Great, are dead and gone. ‘Thoso he 
dressed in ἃ sort of beggar’s velvet, or @ happy mixzture of 
the thick fustian and tuin prosaic; exactiy imitated in Pe- 
roila and Isidora, Cusar in Egypt, and the Heroic Daughter 
3. Broome wae 8 serving man ef Ben Jonson, who once 
picked up a comedy from his Jetters, or from some cast 
scenes of his master, not cutirely contemptible. 

Ver. 147. More sould learning.) Some have objected, 
that books of this sort suit not ao well the Ebrary of our 
Baya, which they imagined consisted of novels, playa, enc’ 
obaceno buoks; but they are tu consider that he furnished 
his sholvea only for ornament, and read these books no more 
than the dry bodies of divinity, which, no doubt, wera pur- 
ehased by his father when he designed him for the gown. 
Hoe tho note on ver. 200, 

Ver. 149. Caxton) A printer in tho time of Edw. 1V. 
Richard {1]. and Hea. VIL: Wynkyn de Word, his euc- 
eossor, in that of Hen. Vil. and VIEL ‘The former trans- 
lated into prose Virgil's ciineis, as a history; of which be 
speaks, in his proeme, in a very singular manner, as of a 
book hardly known. Titbuld quotes a raro passage from 
him in Mist’s Journal of March 16, 1728, coneerning 8 
straunge and marvalluus beaste, called Sagittayre, whieb he 
would have Shukspeare to mean rather than ‘Poacer, the 
archer eclebrated by Nomer. , 

Vor. 153. Nich de Lyra, or Harpsfield, a very volumi- 
nous commentator, whose works, in five vast folios, were 
printed in 1472. 

Ver. 154. Philemon Holland, doctor in physic. " He trana- 
Jated so many books, that a man would ahink he had done 

nothing alee; ineomuch that he night be called wenslater 
neral of his age. The books sine of bis warning ine 
inglish aro suficicnt to meke 6. COVoty Gentleman a com. 
Pete Lbrur). Winstanley. 
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Of these, twelve volumes, twelve of amplost size, 
Redeem'd from tapers and defrauded pies, 
Inspired he scizes: these an altar raise : . 
A hecatomb of pure unsullied lays 
That altar crowns : a folio common-place 
Founds the whule pile, of all, his works the base: 160 
Quartos, octavos, shape the lessening pyre ; 
Α twisted birth-day ode completes the spire. 

Then he: ‘Great tamer ofall human art! 
First in my care, and ever at my heart ; 
Dulness! whose good old cause I yet defend, 
With whom my muse began, with whom shall end, 
E’er since sir Fopling’s periwig was praise, 
To the last honours of the butt and bays : 
O thou! of business the directing soul ; 
To this our head like bias to the bowl, - 437” 
Which, as more ponderous, made its aim more true, 
Obliquely waddling to the mark in view : 
©! ever gracious to: perplex’d mankind, 
Still spread a healing mist before the mind ; 
And, lest we err by wit’s wild dancing light, 
Secure us kindly in our native night. 
Or, if to wit a coxcomb make pretence, 
Guard the sure barrier between that end sense ; 


REMARES. 

Ver. 167. Ever since sir Fopling’s periwig.) The firet 
visible cause of the passion of the town for our hero, was a 
fair flaxen full-bottomed periwig, which, he tolls us, he wore 
‘in hia Giret play of the Fool in Fashion. It attracted, ina 
particular manuer, the friendship of Col. Brett, who wanted 
to purchase it. ‘ Whatever contempt,’ says be, ‘ philoso- 
phere mag have for a fine periwig, my friend, who wus not 
to despise the world, but to live in it, knew very well, that 
so material an article of dress upon the head of a man of 
sonse, if it bocame him, could never fail of drawing to him 
ἃ. more partia] regard and benevolence, than could possibly 
be hoped for in an ill-made one. This, perhaps, may soften 
the grave censure which so yc.thful a purchase might 
otherwise have laid upon him. In a word, he made hie at- 
tack upon this periwig, as yout young fellows generally do 
upon a Jady of pleasure, first by a few {armiiiar Yraneen Kx 


. 


her person, and then a civil inquity into the pres Ὁ Ἂς 


Vor. IL 14 


-«α πι 


As clocks to weight their nimble motions ow 
The wheels above urged by the load below : 
Me Emptiness aud Dulness could inspire, 
And were my elasticity and fire. 

Some demon stole my pen (forgive the offen 
And once betray’d me into common sense : 
Flee all my prose and verse were much the s 
Thia, prose on stilts; that, poetry fall’n lame. 
Vid on the stage my fops appear confined ! 
My life gave ampler lessons to mankind. 
Did the dead letter unsuccessfal prove ? 
The brisk example never fail’d to move. 

ret sure, had Heaven decreed to save the ata 
Heaven had decreed these works a longer da 
Could Troy be saved by any single hand, 
This gray-goose weapon must have made her 
What can I now 7 my Fletcher cast aside, 
Take up the Bible, once my better guide ? 


----ὄ.-α 


---..... 
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we finished our bargain that night over a bottle.’ § 
8vo. p. 30. Tia remarkable periwig ἀπ ἢ γ᾽ mad 
Ose semen .5»..-.- «ἢ. -.«- . . . . 
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Ortread the path by venturous heroes trod, 
This box my thunder, this right hand my god ? 
Or, chair’d at White's, amidst the doctors sit, 
Teach oaths to gamesters, and to nobles wit ? 
Or bidst thou rather party to embrace ? 

(A friend to party thou, and all her race; 

*Tis the same rope at different ends they twist ; 
To Dulness Ridpath is as dear as Mist.) 

Shall I, like Curtius, desperate in my zeal, 

O’er head and ears plunge for the common weal? 210 
Or rob Rome’s ancient geese of all their glories, 
And cackling save the monarchy of Tories ? 


REMARKS. 


)6 le connois bien: c'est le meme gue Murc Tulle. But he 

Vad a better title to call Fletcher his own, having made 30 
free with him. 

Ver. 200. Take up the Bible, once my better guide?) 
When, according to his father’s intention, he had been a 
clergyman, or (as he thinks himeelf,) a bishop of the church 
of England. Hear bis own words: ‘At the time that the 
fate of King James, the princo of Orange, and myself, were 
on the anvil, Providcuce thought fit tou postpone mine, till 
theirs were determined: but had my father carried me a 
month sooner to the university, who knows but that purer 
fountain wight have washed iny imperfections into a capa- 
city of writing, instead of pliys and aunual odes, sermons, 
and pastoral letters ?—Apology for his Life, chap. iii. 

Ver. 203. At Wintte’s amidst the doctors] There doctors 
had a modest and upright appearance, no air of overbear- 
ing; but, like true masters of urt, were only habited in black 
aod white: they were justly atyled subtiles and graves, but 
not always irrefragabiles, being sometimes examined, and by 
a vice distinction, divided and laid open. Scridl. 

This learned critic is to be understood allegorically. The 
doctors in this place mean no more than false dice, a cant 
phrase used among gamesters. So the meaning of these 
four sonorous lines is only this, ‘Shall I play fair or foul? 

Ver. 208. Ridpath—Miat.}] George Ridpath, author of a 
Whig paper, called the Fiying-post; Nathaniel Mist of a 
Samoug Tory journal. 

Ves. 211. Or rob Rome’s ancient geese of all- their 
glories,) Relates to the well-known story of the geese that 
saved the Capitol, of which Virgil, Ala. vit. 


‘ Atque hie anratis volitans argentens anwee _ 
Porticibua, Gallos in \imine adease caneved: 


womens 


“ον πα = que Sun 


WV MAL LG pussswes—— - 
Cibberian forehead, and Cibberian brain. 


a 
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A passage I hnvo always auspected. Who scos δι 
antuberis of aprulis und arg nieus 10 be unwortl 
Virgihan imujesty 7 And what absurdity to say ἃ 
sings 1 canebat. Virgil gives a coullary character | 
vuice of this ally bird, an Kel. 1x. 


------- a 


‘——argutod inter sirepere anacr olores.” 


Read it, therefore, adesse strepebat. And why ἃ 
portictbus 7 dues not the very verse preceding this rok 


« Romuleoque recens horrebat regia culmo.’ 


Te thie thatch in one line, and gold in another, consist 
scruple nat (repugrantibus omnibus manuscriptis) lo 
it aurites. Llurace uses tho same epithet in tho sum 


‘ Auritas fidibus canoris 
Ducere quercus.’ 


And to esy that walla have oars is common ey 
proverb. ὁ 

Ver. 212. And cackling save the monarchy of " 
Not out of any preference oF affection to the Tor 
what Holsbos 60 ingeniously confesses of himeelf, i 
all ninisterinl writers whatsoever: ‘That he def 
supreme powcrs, 88 the geese by their cackling defe 

ὙΟΥ8, ΔΒ ἘΠΕ canital: for they favoured 
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azen brightness, to the ‘squire so dear ; 
ytish’d hardness, that reflects the peer: 220 
‘ch absurd, that wit and fool delights ; 
ess, toss’'d up of Hockley-hole and White's ; 
dukes and butchers join to wreathe my crown, 
e the bear and fiddle of the town. 
ΤΏ in sin, and forth in folly brought ! 

damn’d, or to be damn’d (your father’s 
fault,) 
rified by flames, ascend the sky, 
ter and more Christian progeny ! 
a’d, untouch’d, and yet in maiden sheets; 
all your smutty sisters walk the streets. 290 
ll not beg, like gratis-given Bland, - 
‘ith a pass, and vagrant through the land; 
il with Ward, to ape and monkey climes, 

vile mundungus trucks for viler rhymes: 
Uphur tipt, emblaze an ale-house fire ; 
rap up oranges, to pelt your sire! 
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ays Achilles to Agumemnon:) which, when in a sa- 
edegroe, may wall be denominated from Cerberus, the 
h three heada—But as to the latter part of this verso, 


an brain, that is certainly the genuine reading. a 
ent . 


225. O born in sin, &c.) This ia a tender and 
ate apostrophe to his own works, which he is going 
fice, agreeable to the nature of man πὶ great affiic- 
od reflecting, like a parent, on the niany miseruble 
which they would otherwise be subject. . 

My better and more christian progeny!) ‘It 

| Observable, that my muse and my spouse were 
prolific! that the onc was seldom the mother of a 
ut in the same year the other mado me the father of 

I think we had a dozen of each sort between us ; 
which kinds, some died in their infancy, &c.’ Life 
, p. 217, Bvo. edit. 
i831. Gratis-given B'and,—Sent with a pasa,] Tt was 
ice so to give the Daily Gazetteer and ministerial 
sts (In which this B. was a writer.) and to eead them 
9 to all tho towns in the kingdom. 
933, With Ward, to ape and monkey dhwer 
Ι Ward, a very voluminous poet νὰ Woditrnns 


aque onl —_—_—_ 


DOON Ly cue ἐὐτο- 
Where things destroy’d are swept Lo LUng® “is 
With that, a tear (portentous sign of grace ") 
Stole from the master of the seven-fold face : 
‘and thrice he lifted high the birth-day brand, 
And thrice he dropp’d it from his quivering ha 
hen lights the structure, with averted eyes: 
The rolling smoke invelves the sacrifice. 
The opening clouds disclose cach work by ta 
Now flames the Cid, and now Perola burns 5 
Great Caxrsar roars, and hisses in the fires 3 
King John in silence modestly expires : 
No merit now the deat Nonjuror claims, 
Molicre’s old stubble in a moment flames. 
oo 
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vorae, but best known by tho London Spy, in ᾧ 
has of late years kept a public house in the city 
genteel way,) and with his wit, humour, and ξ' 
ale,) afforded his guests ἃ pleasurable ἐπε 
capecially those of the high church-par’ γ δου 
Poets, vol. ii. Ρ. 925, Great numbers of his ν 
yearl sold into the Plantations.—W ard, ina b 
Ya polto's Maggot,” declared this account to be 8 FI 
wage auhlic-house was fut in the 
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Tears gush'd again, as from pale Priam’s cyes, 
When the last blaze sent Ilion to the skies. 

Roused by the light, old Dulness heaved the head, 
Then snatch’d a sheet of Thule froin her bed ; 
Sudden she flies, and whelms it o’er the pyre; 
Down eink the flames, and with a hiss expire. 260 

Her ample presence fills up all the place ; 

A veil of fogs dilates her awful face: 

Great in ber charms! as when on shrieves and mayors 
She looks, and breathes herself into their airs. 

She bid him wait her to her sacred dome : 

Well pleased he enter’d, and confess’d his home. 

So spirits, ending their terrestrial race, 

Ascend, and recognize their native place. 

This the great mother dearer held than all 

The club of guidnuncs, or her own Guildhall: 270 
Here stood her opium, here she nursed her owls, 
And here she plann’d the imperial seat of fools. 

_ Here to her chosen all her works she shows ; 
Prose swe)l'd to verse, verse loitering into prose: _ 
How random thoughts now meaning chance to find, 
Now leave all memory of sense behind : 

Jlow prologues into prefaces decay, 

And these to notes are fritter’d quite away ; 
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dislike to it could only arise frum disaTuction to the govern- 
ment. He assures us, that ‘when he had the hvnour to 
kiss his majesty’s hand, upon presenting his dedication of it, 
he was graciously pleased out of his royal bounty, to order 
him two hundred pounds for it. And this, be doubts not, 
gtieved Mr. P.’ 

Ver. 258. Thule} An unfinished poem of that name, of 
which one sheet was printed many years ago, by Ambrose 
Phillips, a northern author. [t iy an usual method of putting 
out a fire, to cast wet sheets upon it. Sue critics havo 
been of opinion that this shect was of the nature of the 
asbestos, which cannot be consumed by fire; but I rather 
think it an allegorical allusion to the coldness and heaviness 
of the writing. ; 

Vor. 969. Grent mother| Magna mater here wQWAd\0 

Duinems. The quidauncs, & αὐτὰ Yen Ὁ oe ws 


, 


- "7-8 ἐνὶ τοὶ 
Small thanks to France, and none to Rom 
A past, vamp'd, future, old, revived, uew 
"Ewixt Plautus, Fletcher, Shakspeare, an 
Can make a Cibber, Tibbald, or Ozell. 
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tnembers of several! political clubs, who were e 
quiring guid awec? Whit news? 

Ver. 26. ‘Tibbald.] Lewis Tibbald (as pre 
Theobald (a3 writen, was bred un attorney, at 
attorney, bays Mr. Jacob. of Sittenburn, in Rent, 
author of gon forgotten plays, tranantions, end 
Ho wae conceried in a paper called the Co 
translation of Ovid. 'There is a notorious idi 
Wachum, whofiom an under-spur-leather to th 
come an understrapper to the playhouse, wh 
burlerqued the Metamorphoses of Ovid by a: 
tion, &c. This fellow is concerned in an imper 
Sar the Censor.’.—Denuis, Rem. on Pope's 

, 10. 

Ihid. Oxell.} ‘Mr. Jolin Ozoll, if we credit 
id goto school in Leicostershirc, where somebc 
something to live on, when he shall retire fro 

fe was designed to be sent to Cambridgo, i. 
Priesthood ; but he chose rather to bo placed in 
accounts, in the cily, being qualified for the s 
skill in arithmotic, and writin the neancenes | 
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The goddees then, o'er his anointed head, 
With mystic words the sacred cpium slied ; 
And !o! her bird (a monster of a fowl, 
Something betwixt a heidegger and ow!) 290 
Perch'd on his crown. ‘ All hail! and hail again, 
My son! the promised land expects thy reign. 
Know, Eusden thirsts no more for sack or praise ; 
He sleeps among the dull of ancient days ; 
Safe, where no critics damn, nor duns molest, 
Where wretched Withers, Ward, and Gildon rest, 
And high-born Howard, more majestic sire, 
With Fool of Quality completes the quire. 
Thou Cibber ! thou, his laurel shall support; 
Folly, my son, has still a friend at court. 300 
Lift up your gates, ye princes, see him come! 
Sound, sound ye viols, be the cat-call dumb! 
Bring, bring the madding bay, the drunken vine ; 
The creeping, dirty, courtly ivy join. 


REMARKS. 
yapita.) And Mr. Totand and Mr. Gildon publicly declared 
Ozell’s translation of Homer to by, a3 it was prior, so like- 
wise superior to Pope’s.—Surety, surely, every man is free 
to deserve well of his country !’—John Ozell. 

We cannot but subscribe to such reverend testimonies, na 
those of the bench of bishops, Mr. Tolund, and Mr. Gildon. 

Ver. 290. A heidegger}] A strange bird from Switzer- 
land, and not, as some have supposed, the name of aa em- 
nent persoa who waa a man of parts, and, as was said 
Petsonius, arbiter elegantiarum. 

er. 296. Withers,] See on ver. 146. _ 

Sbid. Gildon) Charles Gildon, a writer of criticisms and 
fibels in the last age, bred at 81. Omer's with the Jesuits; 
but renouncing popery, he published Blount’s books against 
the divinity of Christ, the Oracles of Reason, &c. He signee 
lized himeelf as ἃ critic, having written soine very bad plays; 
abused Mr. P. very scandalously in an anony:nous pamphlet 
of the life of Mr. Wycherley, printed by Curll; in another, 
callod the New Rehearsal, printed in 1744; ip a third, enti- 
tled the Complete Art of English Poetry, in two volumes: 

nd others. 

° Ver. 297. Howard] Hoo. Edward Heward, author of 
the British Princes, und a great number of wonderfal ΜΝ 
eslebrated by the Jate earls οἵ Dorvet and Bocbadar, ike 


of Buckingham, Mr. Waller, &¢. 


JMU usw, . 
Gaming and Grub-street skulk Denina tuo a 


*O! when shall nee a monarch all our o 
And I, a nursing-mothcr, rock the throne; 
"Twixt prince and people close the curtain | 
Shade him from light, and cover him from ! 
Fatten the courtier, starve the learned band 
And suckle armies, and dry-nurso the land 
Till senates nod to lullabica divine, 

And all be sleep, as at an ode of thine !’ 

She ceased. Then swells the chapel-roy 
God save king Cibber! mounts in every ni 
Familiar White’s, God save king Colley! | 
God save king Colley! Drury-lane replies 
To Needham's quick the voice triumphal 

But pious Needham dropp’d the name οὔ! 


REMARKS. 

Ver. 309, 310. Under Archer's wing,—G 
When the atatute against gaining wau drawn | 
presented, that the king, by ancient custom, pl: 
one night in the yoar; and therefore a clause 
with an exemption as to that particular. Ur 

, the groom-porter had a room appropria 
τ eka enmmear the court was at Kensingtc 
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Back to the Devil the last echoes roll, 
And Coll! cach butcher roars at Flockley-hole. 

So when Jove’s block descended from on high, 
(As sings thy great forefather Ogilby) 
Loud thunder to the bottom shook the bog, 330 
And the hoarse nation croak’d, ‘ God save king Log.’ - 


REMARKS. 
not so happy; for being convicted, and set in the pillory, she 
was, (to the lasting shame of all her great friends and vota- 
ries) vo ill used by the populace, that it put an end to her days. 

er. 325. Back to the Devil.] The Devil Tavern in 
Fleet-street, where these odes are usually rehearsed before 
they are performed at court. Upon whigh a wit of those 
times makes this epigram : 

‘When laureates make odes, do you ask of what sort # 

Do you ask if they’re good, or are evil ? 
You may judge—from the Devil they come to the court, 
And go from the court to the devil.’ 

Ver. 328.—Ogilby—God save king Log a Sce Ogilby's 
fEsop’s Fables, where, in the story of the [frogs and their 
King, this excellent hemistich is to be found. 

Our author manifests here, and elsewhere, a prodigious 
tenderness for the bad writers. We see he selects the onl 
good » perhaps, in all that ever Ogilby writ! which 
shows how candid and patient a reader he must have been. 
What can be more kind and affectionate than the words in 
the preface to his poems, where he labours to cal! upon all 
our humanity and forgiveness towards these anlucky meh, 

by the most moderate repreecotatioa of their case that has 
ever been given by any author ? 

But how much all indulgence is lost upon these people 
may appear from tho just reflection made on their constant 
conduct and constant fate, in the following epigram: 

Ye little wits, that gleam'd awhile, 
_ When Pope vouchsnfed a ray; 
Alas! deprived of his kind smile, 
How soon ye fude away! 
©'T'o compass Phebus’ car about, 
Thus empty vapours rise, 
Each lends his clond to put him out, 
That rear’d him to the skies. 
Alas! those skies are not your sphere; 
There he shall ever burn: . 
Weep, weep, and fall! for earth ye were, 
And must to carth return, . 

Two things there are, upon the enpporiiion of Wide ee 

very basis of all verbal criticiam is founded end WPT 


The king being preelaimes, ον 

public games and sports Gf various kinas, 
tuted by the hero, as by Alneas in Ὑ γε, 
gieater ἢ. Γι, by ths goddess in person, (in 
ner as the games of Pythia, Isthmia, &c 
cienuy said to be ordained by the gods, an 
herself apnearing, accarding to Homer, O 
proposed the prizes in honour of her son 
Hither flock the poets aud critics, attended 
just, with their patrons and booksellers, 1 
is first pleased, for her disport, to propose g: 
bookvellers, and setteth up the phantom 
which they contend to overtake. The race 
with their divers accidents. Next the |; 
poetess. ‘Then follow the exercises for t 
tickling, vociferating, diving. The first 
the arts and practices of dedicators, the s 
putants and fustian pocts. the third of pr. 
and dirty party-writers. Lastly, for th 
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the first, that an author could never fail t 

word on every occasion: the second, that 

shanae but know which thatis. This being 
‘ teh not fully content us, we 
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, (With great propriety, an exercise, 
‘3, but their patience, in hearing the 
luminous. authors, one in verse, and 
e, deliberately read, without sleeping : 
ts of which, with the several degrees 
their op-ration. are here set forth ; till 
er, not of ciitics only, but of speeta- 
all present, fall asleep; which patue 
irily ends the games. 


-_ 7 
- sole 


BOOK II. 


rus seat, that far out-shone 

or Fleckno’s Irish throne, 

her Curlls the public pours, 
grant grains and golden showers, 


— ee 
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gilt tub,] The pulpit of a dissenter is 
; but that of Mr. Orator Henley was co 
id adorned with gold. 119 had also a 
it this extraordinary inecription: ‘The 
Sec the history of this person, book iii. 
‘su Irish throne,) Richard Fleckoo was 
ad laid anide (as himself expressed it) 
f priesthood. He printed some plays, 
ravels. I doubt not, our author took 
him io respect to the poem of Ms. Dry- 
ars sume resemblance, though of a cha- 
from it than that of the Eneid from the 
if Boileau from the Defait de Bouts si- 


th mentioning, that the emimence from 
sophiste entertained their auditors, was 
ous name of a throne. Themistius, 


ry 
cael 
od 
Ι 1 
ew 
ot 
. 
ale 
yy 
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vhereon her Curlls the public rs.} 
n the pillory at Charing-cross, ia Marsch, 
1 Edmund Curll, ‘ie a false assertion— 
rporal punishment of what the gentle- 
are pleased jocorcly to call mounting 
iour: but that scene of action was nut 
ch, but in February.’ (Curliad, 12mo. 
listory of his being tossed in a blanket, 
iblerus! thow l\eesoat in wield Uno ete 
16 blanket. it wae not & Danser War & 
n the same nooner Br. Cihver wemnc 


On him, anu «.. 

His peens shine round him wa... 

New edge their dulness, and new bronze t 

So from the sun's broad beam, in shallow. 

Heaven’s twinkling sparks draw light, and | 
horns. 

Not with more glee, by hands pontific Οἱ 
With scarlet hats wide waving circled rou! 
Rome in her Capitol saw Querno sit, 
Throned on seven hills, the Antichrist of w 

And now the quecn, to glad her sons, pr 
By herald hawkers, high heroic games. 
They summon all her race: an endless ba 
Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half the 


REMARKS. 


strated, that his brothers, at Bedlam, mentir 
were not brazen, but blocks; yet our author | 
altered, asa trifle that no way altered the rele 
We should think, gentle reader, that we bu 
our part, if we corrected not as well our own 
formerly those of the printer; since what me 
work, was solely the love of truth, not in the 
glory, or desire to contend with great aut! 
* - aur mistakes, we conceive, will the rat! 
“en ha avoided in writing 
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A motley mixture! in long wigs, in baga, 
In silks, in crapes, in garters, and in rags, 
From drawing-rooms, from colleges, from ga 
On horse, on foot, in hacks, and gilded chari 
Alli who true Dunces in her cause appear’d, 
And all who knew those Dunces to reward. 
Amid that area wide they took their stand, 
Where the tall may-pole once o’erlook’d the 
But now (so Anne and piety ordain) 
A charch collects the saints of Drury-lane. 
With authors, stationers obey’d the call: 
The field of glory is a field for all. 
Glory and pain the industrious tribe provoke 
And gentle Dulness ever loves a joke. 
A poet's form she placed before their eyes, 
And bade the nimblest racer seize the prize ; 
No meagre, muse-rid mope, adust and thin, 
In a dun night-gown of his own loose skin, 
But such a bulk as no twelve bards could rait 
Twelve starving bards of these degenerate de 
All ae a partridge plump, full-fed and fair, 
She form’d this image of well-bodied air; 
With pert flat eyes she window’d well its he 
A brain of feathers, and a heart of lead: 
And empty words she gave, and sounding str 
But senseless, lifeless! idol void and vain! 
Never was dash’d out, at one lucky hit, 
A fool, so just a copy of a wit; 


REMARKS. 
joy.* He was ever after a constunt frequenter of tl 
table, drank abundantly, and poured forth verres 
number. Paulus Jovius, Elog. Vir. Doct. cha 
Some idea of his poetry is givon by Fam. Strada 
lusions. 

Ver. 34. And gentle Dulness ever loves a jok« 
species of mirth, called a joke, arising from a mal 
may be well supposed to be the delight of Dulness. 

er. 47. Never was dash’d out, at one lucky ἢ: 
author hele seems willing to give some, account af 


* Bee Life of C. C. chap. vi. pM. 
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ather Wey than by chance.) 1° 
ciled to robability fey the known story οἵ. 


γοΐης ut 8 tors to express the foam of Alexe 
dashed his pencil in denpait at the picture, am 
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da Fiatoriea-phyeical aevountt 
And of Mr. Pope the memorrs of a Parish 


miataken a8 tO confess hie proceeding 
hide it: unguardedly printing (in the Dai 
a 3708.) “That the contempt which he ὃ 

the erie himeclf hed # 
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All gaze with ardour: some a poet's name, 
Others a sword-knot and laced suit inflame. 
But lofty Lintot in the circle rose : 
* This prize is mine ; who ‘tempt it are my foes: 
With me began this genius, and shall end.’ 
He spoke; and who with Lintot shall contend? 


eS 


REMARKS. 


desire him to give those verses another turn, to wit, ‘ That 
Pupe might now be the first, because Moore gad Jeft him 
unrivalled, in turning his style tocomedy.’ This wae during 
the rehearsal of the Rival Mods, his firat and onby work; 
the town condemned it in the action, but he prioted it in 
2726-7, with this modest motto: 

“Hic cxstus, artemque repono.” . 

Tho emaller pieces which we havo heard attributed to. 
this author are, An Epigram on the Bridge at Blenheim, by 
Dr. Evans: Cosmelia, by Mr. Pit, Mr. Jones, &c. The 
Mock Murriago of a mad Divioe, with a Cl. fur a Parson, by 
Dr. W. The Saw-pit, a Simile, by a Friend. Certain 
Physical Works on Sir James Baker; and some unowned 
Letters, Advertisements, and Epigrama against our author 
in the Daily Journal. 

Notwithatanding what is here collected of the person ima- 
gined by Curll tu be incant in this place, we cannot be of 
that opinion; aluce our poet bad vurtainly ne need of vin- 
dicating half a dozen verzres to himself, which overy reador 
had dono for him ; since the name itself’ is not spelled Moore, 
bu* More; and, lastly, since the loarned Scriblerus has se 
well proved the contrary. 

Ver. 50. The phantom More.] It appears from hence, 
that this is not the pame of a real perscn, but fictitious. 
Mora from μωρὸς stultus, wops%, stultitia, to represent tho 
folly of a plagiary. ‘Thus Eraemus: 4dmonuit me Mori cog: 
nomen tibi, quod tam ad Murie vucabulum accedil quam 
es ipsearealienus. Dedication of Moria Encomium to 
sir Thomas More; tho farewell of which may be our 88" 
thor’s to his plagiary, Vale, Wore! et moriam tuam gna- 
witer defende. Adicu, More! and be sure strongly to defend 
thy own folly. Scridl. 

er. 53. But lofty Lintot.} We enter here upon the 

episode of the booksellers; parsons, whose names being more 
known and famous in the learned world than thoso of the 
authors in this poem, do therefore need less oxplanation. 
The action of Με. Lintot hore imitates that of Dares in Vir- 
gil, rising just in this manner to \ay bold af abu. Toe 
evninent bookseller printed the Rival Modes before wen 
tioned. 


Vou. 1]. Ἰὼ 


He left huge Lintot, and out-st 


REMARKE 

‘Ver. $8. Stood dauntleas Curl 
character of much rospect, thet of 
A plata roporion of goat actions i 
‘wo aball only say of this eminent 1 
trade many lengihs beyond what i 
and that he was the envy and adm 
ion. " Ho possoased himself of ἃ 6 
‘whatever: he caused them to writ 


famous 
Sesiectch rae ce 
distinction from each. 


Tt will bo owned th 


hh 
Nisus; and (what Homor makes to! 
hola favoured of ho fade: bo anys 

rayer ia heard; a goddess ounve 
Thongh te ἴσον the prize, be gait 
mother herself comforts 
ients, she honours hin with 
Achilles receives from Theti 
‘onee instructive aud prophetical 
and triumphant. 

‘Tho 


jute our author here pays 
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hen a dab-chick waddles through the copse 
et and winga, and flies, and wades, and hope: 
youring on, with shoulder, hands, and head, 

as a wind-raill all his figure spread, 

arms expanded Bernard rows his state, 
eft-legg’d Jacob seems to emulate. 
n the middle way there stood a lake 
h Carll’s Corinna chanced that morn to make; 
was her wont, at early dawn to drop 71 
vening cates before his neighbour's sbop) 
fortuned Curll to slide ; loud shout the band, 
Sernard! Bernard ! rings through all the Strand. 
me with filth the miscreant lies bewray’d, 

in the plash his wickedness had laid : 

first (if poets aught of truth declare) 

aitiff vaticide conceived a prayer: 
‘ar, Jove! whose name my bards and I adore, 
ich at least as any gods or more; 80 
iim and his if more devotion warms, 

with the Bible, up with the pope’s arms.’ 

lace there is, betwixt earth, air, and seas, 

3, from ambrosia, Jove retires for ease. 

in his seat two spacious vents appear, 

is he sits, to that he Jeans his ear, 

ears the various vows of fond mankind ; 

beg an eastern, some a western wind ; 


REMARKS. 


70. Curll’s Corinna.} Thies name, it seems, was 
by one Mra. Thomas, who procared some private 
of Mr. Pope, while almost a buy, to Mr. Cromwell, 
d them without the consent of either of those gentle- 
2 Carll, who printed them in 12mo, 1727. He dis- 
J her to be the publisher, in bis Key, p. 11. Weonl 
(ia Opportunity of mentioning the manner in whic 
itters got abroad, which the author was ashamed of 
trivial things, full not only of levities, but of wrong 
snts of men und books, and only excusablo from the 
ind inexperience of the writer. 

Down with the Bible, up with the pope's urmm-\ 
fe, Curll’s sign ; the Crosse Keys, Lantara. 


Aisi ra.nis’ers to Jove with purest hands. 
Po:th tium the heap se pick'd her votary's | 
And placed it next him, a distiacrtion rare "' 
Oft had the goddess heard her servant's call, 
From her black grottos near the Temple-wal 
Listening delighted to the jest unclean 
Of link-boys vile, and waterman obscene ; 
Where, as he fish’d her nether realms for wit 
She oft had favour'd him, and favours yet. 
Renew'd by ordure’s sympathetic force, 
As oil’d with magic juices for the course, 
Vigorous Le riecs; from the effluvia strong, 
Imb:bes new life, and scours and stinks alongs 
Re-pasees Lintot, vindicates the race, 
Nor heeds the brown dizhonours of his face. 
And now the victor stretel'd his eager ha: 
Where the tall nuthing stood or seem'd to st 
A shapeless shade, it inclted from his sight, 
Like forms ia clouds, or visions of the night. 
To seize his papers, Curll, was next thy caro 
His papers light, Ay diverse, toss'd in air: 


Kanae annnete eniorama. the winds unlift. 
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rag, no scrap, of all the beau or wit, 

once 80 flutter’d, and that once gv writ. 120 
leaven rings with laughter: of the laughter vain, 
ness, good queen, repeats the jest again. 

ee wicked imps, of her own Grub-street choir, 
deck’d like Congreve, Addison and Prior; 

us, Warner, Wilkins, run! delusive thought ! 
val, Bond, Besaleel, the varlets caught. 

ll stretches after Gay, but Gay is gone, 

grasps an empty Joseph for a John: 


REMARKS. 


it ie thought our author will be acquitted by a jury of 
ss. To me thia instance seenis unluckily chosen ; if it 
satire on any body, it must be on a bud pay-mastet, 
3 the person to whom they have here applicd it, was a 
of fortune. Not but poets inay weil be jealous of so 
ta prerogative as uon-payment; which Mr. Dennis sv . 
weorts, as boldly to pronoance, that, ‘it Homer himeelf 
not in debt, it was because nobody would trust bhim.’+— 
. to Rem. on the Rupe of the Lock, p. 15. 
er. 124. Liku Cungieve, Addison, and Prior;] These 
iors being such whose names will reach posterity, we 
| not give any accouat of them, but proceed to those of 
ΙΒ itis necessary.—Besaleol Morris wus author of some 
‘es on the trunslators of Homer, with δον other things 
ied in aewspapers—' Bond writ 4 satire against Mr. P=. 
t. Breval was author of the Confederates, an ingenious 
oatic performance, to expose Mr. P., Mr. Gay, Dr. 
uthnot, and some ladies of quality,’ says Curll, Key, p. 11. 
er. 125. Mears, Warner, Wilkins} Buoksellers aad 
ters of much anonymous atull. 
er. 126. Breval, Bond, Besaleel,) I foresee it will be 
cted from this line, that we were in an error in our 88- 
on on ver. 50 of this buok, that More was a fictitious 
Φ, since those persons are equally represented by the 
as phantoms. So at first sight it may be seen; but be 
deceived, reader; these also ure not real persons. , "Tis 
, Curll declares Breval a captain, authur of a piece call- 
Phe Confederates; but the same Curll first said it was 
tea by Joseph Gay. Is his eecond assertion to be credit- 
ay more than his first? He likewise affirms Bond to be 
who writ a satire on our poet: but where is such a 
eto be found ? where was such a writer ever heard of ? 
or Bes:leel, it carries forgery in the very names Vor WA 
(the others are, a suroame. Thou meyert depend aqua 
such authors ever lived. all phantoms. Berit: Ἢ 
τ. 125. Joseph Gay, 0 fictitious name Por wy ΝΣ 


“πὸ τῷ CUB Use, Capes rursvess δὲ seus τρλλυν 
By names of toasts retails each batter'd jade 
(Whence hapless Monsieur much complains 
Of wrongs from duchesses and lady Maries: 
Bo thine, my stationer! this magic gitt; 
Cook shall be Prior: and Concanen, Swift: 
So shall each hostile name become our owr 
And we too boast our Gsarth and Addison.’ 
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bofore several pamphlets, which made them pass 
for Mr. Gay’s.—The amoiguity of the word Jou 
likewise signifies a lovee upper coat, gives much 
to the idea. 

Vor. 132. And turo this wholo illusion on the | 
was ἃ common practice of this bookseller to p 
pieces of obacure hands under the names of e:mine 

Ver. 138. Cvuok shallbe Piior;] ‘The man her 
writ a thing called The Battle of the Poets, in whi 
and Welsted were the heroes, and Swift and Pe 
routed. He also published some malevolent thi 
British, Loudou, and Daily Journals; and at tho 
wrote letters to Mr. Popo, protesting his innoc 
chief work was a translation of Hesiud, iu which 
Writ notes and half notes, which he carefully ow: 

Ver. 138. And Concanen, Swift:] Ia the fi 
of this poem there were only usterizks in this pla 
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With that she gave him (piteous of his case, 
Yet smiling at his rueful length of face) 


REMARKS. 


much more useful one undoubtedly than that of the bad 
; if in truth this can be a body, of which no two mem- 
5 ever agreed. It also did, what Mr. Theobald says is 
unpardonable, draw in parts of private character, and ingro 
duce persons independent of his subject. Much more would 
Boileau have incurred this censure, who left all subjects 
whatever, on all occasions, to fall upon the bad poets 
(which, it is to be feared, would have been more immedi- 
ately hia concern.) But certainly next to commending good 
writers, the greatest service to learning is to expose the bad 
who can only that way be made of any use to it. This 
truth is very well set forth in these lines, addressed to our 
author: 


‘The craven rook, and pert jackdaw 
(Though neither birds of moral kind,) 
Yet serve if hang’d, or stuff’d with straw 

To show us which way blows the wind. 


* Thus dirty knaves, or chattering fools, 
Strung up by dozens in thy lay, 

Teach more by half than Dennis’ rules, 
And point instruction every way. 


‘ With Egypt's art thy pen may strive: 
One potent drop let this but shed, 
And every rogue that stunk alive, 
mes a precious munmny dead. 
er. 14%. Raeful length of face.) ‘ The decrepit person 
or figure of a man are no reflections upon his genius. An 
honest mind will love and esteem a man of worth, though 
he be deformed or poor. Yet the author of the Dunciad 
bath libelled a person for his racful length of face!’ Mist’s 
Journal, June g° This genius and man of worth, whom an 
honest mind should love, is Mr. Curll. True it is, he stood 
io the pillory, an incident which will lengthen the face of 
any man, though it were ever so comely, therefore is no re- 
flection on the natural beauty ο᾽ Mr. Curll. But as to re- 
flections on any man’s face or figure, Mr. Dennis saith 
excellently; ‘Nataral deformity comes not by our fault; it 
is often occasioned by calamities and diseases, which na man 
ean no more help than a monster can his deformity. There 
is no one misfortane, and no one disease, but what all the 
rest of mankind are subject to.—But the deformiyry of na 
author is visible, present, \asting, wnalteradie, wad Wee 
to himself. ‘Tis the mark of God and nerute vpoo Woy 


ve us warming that wo should | 
διαί uot of our ur 


wamption red ili 
bat 


from the devil,” &e—Denw 


ais 
Raogunge of charity, nor cooseyu 
steele bo omit a awe the 
feat ia move, provoking to 8 com 
Bis tuthor dnt’ portrayed? or 
eit weet Ea ame 0 
witha world too apt 
Though Μὲ D. mny call another α 
Forbes trom unt cull hin toot 


SeriVlerus hore, us 08 
winunity. But it was 
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Instruetive work ! whose wry-mouth’d portraiture 
Display’d the fates her confessors endure. 

Earless on high, stood unabash’d De Foe, ~ 

And Totchin flagrant from the scourge below. 
There Ridpath, Roper, oudgell’d might ye view, 
The very worsted sti]l look’d black and blue. 150 
Himself among the storied chiefs he spies, 

As, from the blanket, high in air he flies, 

‘And, oh he cried, ‘ what street, what lane, but knows 
Our purgings, pumpings, blanketings, and blows ! 

In every loom our labours shall be seen, 

And the fresh vomit run for ever green !’ 


REMARKS. 


When nono shail rail, and every lay 
Devote a wreath to thee; 

That day (for come it will,) that day 
Shall I lament to see,’ 


Ver. 143, A shaggy tapestry;) A sorry kind of tapes 
frequent in old inns, made of worsted or some coarser ta 
tke that which is spoken of by Donne.—Faccs as frightful 
as theirs who whip Christ in old hangings. This imagery 
woven in it alludes to the man:le of Cloanthus, in Amn. v. 

Ver. 144. Johu Dunton was a broken bookseller, and 
abusive acribbler ; he writ Neck or Nothing, a violent satire 
on some ministers of state; a bel on the duke of Devon- 
shire, and the bishop of Peterborongh, &c. 

Ver. 148. And Tatehin flagrant from the scourge.] John 
Tutchin, author of come vile verses, and of a weekly pa 
called the Observator. He waa sentenced to be whipped 
through several] towns in the weat of Engiand, upon which 
he petitioned king James TI. to be hanzed. When that 
prince died in exile, he wrote an invective against his me- 
mory, occasioned by some humane clegies on his death. He 
lived to the time of queen Anne. 
© Ver. 149. There Ridpath, Roper,] Authors of the Fly- 
ing-post and Post-boy, two geandalous papers on different 
sides, for which they equally and alternately deserved to ba 
cudgelled, and werc fo. . ; ; 

er. 151. Himself among the storied chiefs ho spies,} 
The history of Curll’s being tossed in a blanket, and whi 
ped by the scholars of Westminster, is well known. Of 
purging and vomiting, see A full and true Account of alot. 
rid Revenge on the Body of Edmund Curl, κα. in Bats 

aad Pope's Miecellanies. . 


an nowers ana pearis vy Dot 
The goddess then: ‘ Who b 
The salient spout, far strear 
His be yon Juno of majestic 
With cow-like udders, and ' 
Thies China jordan let the cl 
Replenish, not ingloriously, 

Osborne and Curll accept 


(Fhough this his son dissuac 
oe να... τορπαοι σιν. 


REMA) 
Ver. 157. See in the circle τὶ 
name is exposed, in the moat 
profligate licentiousness of tho 
the most part of that sex whi 
of such maliee or impudence' 
and novels, reveal the faults or 
the ruin of public fame, or distu 
Our good poet (by the whole ca 
not to take off the irony) where 
nation, bath shown his conten ῃ 
ing here drawn as vile ἃ picture 
the colours of epic poesy. 

Ibid. Eliza Haywood; this 
those most scandalous books ca 
nod the New Utopia. For the t 
Key, p. 92, But whatever refla 


THE DUNCIAD. . 227 


- One on his manly confidence relies, 

One on his vigour and superior size. 170 
Firat Osborne lean’d against his letter’d pest: 
It rose, and labour’d to a curve at most. 
So Jove’s bright bow displays its watery round 
(Sure sign that no spectator shall be drown’d.) 
A second effort brought but new disgrace, 
The wild meander wash’d the artist’s face : 
Thus the small jet, which hasty hands unlock, 
Spirts in the gardener’s eyes who turns the cock. 
Not so from shameless Curli ; impetuous spread 
The stream, and smoking flourish'd o’er his head. 
So (famed like thee for turbulence and horns) 18] 
Eridanus his humble fountain scorns; 
‘Through half the heavens he pours the exalted urn; 
I{is rapid waters in their passage burn. 

Swift as it mounts, all follow with their eyes : 
Still happy impudence obtains the prize. 
Thou triumph’st victor of the high-wrought day, 
And the pleased dame, soft smiling, lead’st away. 


REMARKS. 
Utopia, &c.} This man published advertisements for a 
ear together, pretending to sell Mr. Pope's subscription 
books of Humor’s [liad at hulfthe price: of which book he 
had none, but cut to the size of them (which was quarto) 
the common books in folio, without copper-plates, on a 
worse paper, and vever above half the value. 

Upon this advertisement the Gazetteer harangued thus, 
July 6, 1739; ‘How melancholy must it be to a writer to be 
a0 unhappy ae to see his works hawked for sale in a manner 
so fatal to his fame! How, with honour to yourself, and 
justice to your subscribers, can thia be donc?) What an in- 

ratitude to be charged on the only honest poet that lived in 

738! and than whom virtue hus not had a shriller trumpeter 
for many ages! That you were once generally admired and 
esteemed, can be denied by none; but that you and your 
works are now despised, is verified by this fact;’ which 
being utterly false, did not much indeed humble the author, 
but drew this just chastisement on the bookseller. 

Ver. 183. Through half the heavens he youre tha exultad 
aro;] Ina manascript Dunciad (where ate some wargaw 

corrections of some gentlemen same time deceased) \ Hue 
Sound another reading of these lines. thus, 


Room for my lord ! three jo: 
Six huntsmen with a shouit p. 
He grins, and looks broad nc 
His honour’s meaning Dulne 
* He wins his patron who cai 

He chinks his purse, and t: 
With ready quills the dedicat 
Now at his head the dexterot 
And, instant, fancy feels the j 
Now gentle touches wanton. 
He struts Adonis, and affects 
.---.-.: ’’““ 


REMARI 

‘ And lifts his urn, through ha! 
His rapid waters in their pasar 
This I cannot but think the right 
ference between burn and glow n 
to others, to me I cunfess the lat 
RE SCay guoy, which is much easi 
plained. Secondly, every reader 
served how frequently he asos | 
parts of his works: to instance or 
(1.) Iliad ix. ver. 726.—With οἱ 
2.) Iliad xi. ver. 626.--There t 
{3 Ibid. ver. 985.--The closin 
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Rolli the foather to his ear conveys, 

Then his nice taste directs our operas : 
Bentley hia mouth with classic flattery opes, 
And the puff’d orator bursts out in tropes. 
But Welsted most the poet’s healing balm 
Strives to extract from his soft, giving palm. 


REMARKS. 


by his own fault, but from an unhappy communication with 
another. This vote in half Mr. Theobald, half Seribl. 

Ver. 203. Paolo Antonio Rolli,] Au Italian poet ‘and 
writer of many operas in that language, which, partly by 
the help of his genius, prevailed iu England near tweut 
vears. He taught Italian to some fine gentlemen, who af- 

fected to direct the operas. 

"Ver. 205. Bentley his mouth, &c.] Not spoken of the 
famous Dr. Richard Beutley, but of one Tho. Bentley, a 
amall critic, who aped his uncle in a Jittle Horace. The 
reat one was intcnded to be dedicated to the lord Halifax 
ut (on a change of the ninistry) was given to the earl of 
Oxford: for which reesonu the little one was dedicated to hi 
gon the lord Harley. 

Ver. 207. Weleted.] Leonard Welsted, author of th 
Triumvirate, or a Letier in Verse from Palemon to Celi 
at Bath, which was mcant for a satire on Mr. P. and son 
of his friends about the year 1718 We writ other thin 
which we cannot ren.enber. Smedley, in his Metamorpl 
sis of Scriblerus, mentions one, the Hymn of a Gentlemar 
his Creator: and there was another, in praise either o 
Cellar or a Garret. LL. W. characterized in the Teps Bad 
or the Art of Sinking, as a didapper, and after as an θὲ 
snid to be this person, by Dennis, Datly Journal of Ma: 
3728. He was also characterized under another anim 
mole, by the author of the ensuing simile, which was | 
ed about at the same time: 


‘Dear Welsted, mark, in dirty hole 
That paintul animal, a mole: 
Above ground never born to grow ; 
What mighty stir it keeps below! 
To make αὶ mole-hill all his strife! 
It digs, pokes, unde:mines for life. 
How proud a little dirt to sproad ; 
Conscious of nothing o’er its head ! 
Till, labouring on, for want of oyes, 
It blunders into light and dica? 


You have him again in book iii. ver. ΔΘ. 


A γυυω.. --- 
Puts his last refuge all in Meaven aw μ--ς 
What force have pious vows ! the queen o 
Her sister sends, her votaress, from above ; 
As, taught by Venus, Paris Jearn‘d the art 
Τὸ touch Achilles’ only tender part; 
Secure, through her, the noble prize to car 
He marches off, his graco’s secretary. 
‘Now turn to different sports,’ the godde 
* And learn, my sons, the wondrous power 
To move, to raise, to ravish every heart, 
With Shakspeare’s nature, or with Jonson 
Let others aim: 'Tis yours to shake the a 
With thunder rumbling from the mustard- 
With horns and trumpets now to madnese 
Now sink in sorrows with the tolling bell 
Such happy arts attention can command, 
When fancy flags, and sense is at a stand 
Improve we these. Three cat-calls be 1] 
Of him, whose chattering shames the mc 
And his this drum, whose hoarse heroic 
Drowns the loud clarion of the braying 
Naw thousand tongues are heard in o 
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Tennis and dissonance, and captious art, 
Aud snip-snap short, and iaterruption smart; 249 
And demonstration thin, and theses thick, 
And majer, miaor, and conclusion quick. 
‘ rola cried the queen, ‘a cat-call each shall win; 
“qual your mcrits! equal is your din ! 
But that this well-disputed game may end, 
Sound forth, my brayers, and the welkin rend.” 
As when the long-ear’d milky mothers wait 

At some sick miser’s triple-bolted gate, 
For their defrauded, absent foals they make 

_ A moan 80 loud, that all the guild awake ; 250 
Sore sighs sir Gilbert, startigg at the bray, 
from dreams of millions, and three groats to pay : 

- So sweils each wind-pipe : ass intones to ass, 
Harmonic twang! of leather, horn, and brass ; 
Such as from labouring lungs the enthusiast blows, 
Fligh sounds, attemper’d to the vocal nose ; 
Or such as bellow from the deep divine; 
There, Webster! peal'd thy voice, and Whitfield! thine, 
But far o’er all sonorous Blackmore’s strain ; 
Wallis, steeples, skies, bray back to him again. 260 
In Tottenham fields, the brethren, with amaze, 
Prick all their ears up, and forget to graze ! 
Long Chancery-lane retentive rolls the sound, 
And courts to courts return it round and round ; 


REMARKES. 


Ver. 298. Norton,}] See ver. 417.—J. Durant Brevel, 
author of a very extraordinary boek of travels, and some 
poems. See before, note on ver. 125. . 

Ver. 258. Webster—and Whitfield} The one the writer 
of a newspaper called the Weekly Misceliany, the other a 
field-preacher. This thought the only means of advancing 
religion ‘was by the new-birth of spiritaal madness ; that by 
the old-death of fire and faggot ; and therefore they agr 
in this, though in no ether earthly thing, to abuse all the se- 
ber clergy. From the small success of these two extraerdi- 
nary persons, we may learn how little hurtfal digotry.ant 
enthusiasm are, while the crvil magietrate prodentty faroeere 
to fend his power to the ene, in -erder to the ναῖον Se 
against the other. - ὍΝιν ὯΝ 

Ver. 263. Long Chancery-lanc| The pecs KOS 


offices of chancery 
in that court, and 
oualy al οὶ 


‘Mi. Dryden expreeseth it) 
‘Writ to the rambling of 1 


which, Mr. Gildon 
Birable author did not thi 
with Homer—Comp. 
But how different tet 
acters of the Tim 
infortunate in happenlag τὸ mi 
that bo baa not for many yearu t 
fre housht of among wart 
really fim δα fend Bes Gi 
‘mith bo, *has neither unity, ca 
niveruslity; and consequéctly h 
ie poem: his narration isn 
or wonderful; his charactors ἢ 
[talifications; the things convain 
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"This labour pest, by Bridewell all descend 
(As morning-prayers and flezellation end,) 270 
‘To where Fleet-ditch with disemboguing streame 
Rolls the large tribate of dead dogs to Thames, 
‘The king of dykes ! than whom no sluice of mud ~ 
‘With deeper sable blots the silver flond. 

‘Here strip, my children, here at once leap in, 
Here prove who best can dash through thick and thin; 
‘And who the most in love of uirt excel, 

‘Or dark dexterity of groping well. 


(Essay on Polite Writing, vol. ii. p. 270) on ἃ mere report 
coy ater Bag 
fret Psalm. Mr. Dennis took up the saine report, bot with 
Sai, trie here ΠΣ ΝΣ 
oe ees ea nee on 
στ ear Bera 
em ce μησὶ αν σὴς 
LA ema rr ἢ 

semen 

2 invincible 


(ed the same against 
inopiety and Irreligion. 


Tore prince Arthur exme int 
Of the church of Fusland be tru, aa we are obliged to be- 
Hove, εἶα τὸ athe eles machians in Priges Arthur 
tuosuiforabie, as_ wanting not only human, bat divioe, pro 
But if the machines are sufferable, that ia, if they 
prubablit, then it follows ef neces” 

‘ho church iw fale, oF Wave it 
ὧδ, Proface to 


fo every impartial clergyman to φορεῖς 
the Reimarks ou Princo Ariba 
‘Ver. 270. (Aw taorning prayersand flagellation end,)] Tt 
in between aloven snd twelve in the morning, after church 
servien, that the criminals are wligned ia Brewed, "Coie 
is to mark punctuaily the time of the day” Homer dows ἃς 
by the clroumstance of the judges Hsing {own COUT τι ας 
Vou. I. 16 


τα wanou majesty Uldmix 
And, Milo-like, surveys his 


REM, 

the labourers’ dinner : our anth 

4 the persons and the scene uf ἢ 
member coinmenced in the ever 
‘The διαὶ book paseed in 


in the Stra 
sabited by 

toward Fleet-diteh, an: 

and th temple of the 


Tn naked majest 
on, neat to Be De 
sleer auton δα anja consi 
58 Critciam, whom a 
(callod the ‘Ari of 
Plain matter of fact 
ing Dr. Swil by n 


in; το injurie 
ison himvelf writ thet Tatler, 
that, "Tis as grant 
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Then sighing thus: ‘ And am 1 now threescore ? 

Ah, why, ye gods, should two and two make four 7?’ 

He said, and climb’d a stranded lighter’s height, 

Shot to the black abyss, and plunged downright. 

The senior’s judgment all the crowd admire, 

Who, but to sink the deeper, rose the higher. 290 
Next Smedley dived ; slow circles dimpled o’er 

The quaking mud, that closed and oped no more. 

All look, all sigh, and call on Smedley lost ; 

Smedley in vain resounds through all the coast. 
Then * * essay’d ; scarce vanish’d out of sight, 

He buoys up instant, and returns to light : 

He bears no tokens of the sabler streams, 

And mounts far off among the swans of Thames. 
True to the bottom see Concanen creep, 

A cold, long-winded native of the deep: 300 


REMARKS. 


ing the lord Clarendon’s History; which fact hae heen dis- 
proved by Dr. Atterbury, late bishop of Rochester, then the 
only survivor of them ; and the particular part he pretended 
to be falsified, produced since, after nimost ninety years, in 
that noble author’s original manuscript.: He was all his life 
a virulent party-writer for hire, and received his reward in 
a small place, which he enjoyed to his death. 

Ver. 201. Next Smedley dived ‘| In the sarreptitions 
editions, this whole episode was applied to an initial letter 
E--, by whom, if they meant the liureat, nothing was more 
absurd, no part agreeing with his character. ‘The allegory 
evidently demands a person dipped in scandal, and deeply 
immersed in dirty work; whereas Mr. Eusden’s writings 
rarely offended but by their length and multitude, and ac- 
cordingly are taxed of nothing clse in book i. ver. 102. But 
the person here mentioned, an Irishman, was author and 

ublisher of many scurrilous piecea, a weekly Whitehall 
Sournal, in the year 1722, in the name of Sir James Baker; 
and particularly whole volumes of Billingsgate against Dr. 
Swift and Mr. Pope, called Gulliveriana and Alexundriana, 
printed in octavo, 1728, ; 

Ver. 295. Then * * essay'd;] A gentleman of geniua 
and epirit, who was secretly dipped in some papers of this 
kind, on whom our poet bestows a panegyric instead of a 
satire, as deserving to be bettcr employed then in poy 
guarrelg and porsonal invectives. ; 

Yor. 299. Concanen) Mathew Concanen, an nialrorn, 


Sons of a day! just buoyant o 
Then number’d with the pupp 
Ask ye their names? I could 

The names of these blind pup) 
Fast by, like Niobe (her child. 
Sits mother Osborne, stupified 
And monumental brass this re 
* These are,—ah no! these wi 


REMARK 


bred to the law. Smedley (onc of 
Swit) in bis Metamorphosis of Sc 
of ‘having boasted of what he hi 
had revised and done for him.’ 
dull and dead scurrilities in the I 
nals, and in a paper called the Spe 
called a Supplement to the Profou 
with our puet, not only frequent 
Brvome's verses (‘or which he mi 
degree accountable, having correc 
did) but those of the Duke of Duc 
this rare piece somebody humorou 
his motto, De profundis clamani. 
ia the Daily Courant, where he pe 
ate against the lord Bolingbroke, 
thie man was surprisingly prumotec 


THE DUNCIAD. 237 


Not so bold Arnall; with a weight of skull, 
Furious he dives, precipitately dull. 


REMARKS. 


these gazettcera not to have lived since, and challenge all 
the learned world to produce one such paper at this day. 
Surely thercfure, where tho point is so obscure, our author 
ought not tu be censured too rashily. Scridl. 
otwithstauding this affected ignorance of the good Scrib- 
Jorua, the Duily Gazetteer was a titly given very properly to 
certain papers, each of which lasted but a day. Inco this 
as a coinmon sink, wus received all the trash which had 
been before d.spersed in several journals, and circulated at 
tho pablic expe:.so of the nation. The authors were the- 
same ubscure incn ; though sumetimes relieved by uceasional 
essays from astalesmcn, courticrs, bis' ops, deans, and doc- 
tors. The meaner sort were rewarded with money ; others 
with places or benefices, from a hundred to ἃ thousand a 
year. It appears from the Report of the Secret Committoe 
for inquiring into the Conduct of R. carl of OQ—, ‘ That no 
Jesa than filty thousand seventy-seven pounds eighteen shil- 
lings were paid to authors and printers of newspapers, such 
as Free Britons, Daily Courants, Corn Cutter’s Journals, 
Gazetteers, and other political papers, between Feb. 10, 
1731, and Feb. 10, 1711.2 Which shows the benevolence 
of one minister to have expended, for the current dulness of 
ten years in Britain, duuble the sum which gained Louis 
XIV. so much honour, in annual pensions to learned men al} 
over Europe. In which, and in a Youch longer time, not a 
pension at court, nor proferinent in the church of univerai- 
ties, of any consideration, was bestowed on any man dis- 
tingui-hed for his learning separately from party-merit, or 
paniphlet-writing. - 

It is worth a reflection, that of all the panegyrica boatow- 
ed by these writera on this great minisier, not one is at this 
day extant or remembered, not even so much credit done to 
his personal chnracter by all they have written, as by one 
short occasional compliment of our author: ’ 


‘Seen him [ have; but in his happier hour 
OF social pleasure, ill exchanged tor power! 
Seen him, uncumber’d by the venal tribe, 
Smile without ge and win without a bribe.’ 


Ver. 315. Arnall.) William Arnall, bred an attorney, 
wasa peifect geniua in this sort of work. Ho began under 
twenty with furious party papers: then suceceded Coucanenr 
in the British Journal. At tho firat publication of the Dun- 
ciad, he prevailed on the author not to give him Wa doe 

place in it, by ἃ letter profossing Wie detestation af wot 
Practices as his predecessor's. But since, by Une wow ve 


‘He brings UP halt the Donon | 
‘And loudly claims the journal 
‘The plunging pretate, and | 
‘With boly envy gave one lay! 
When, lo! 8 burst of thander 
Slow rove ἃ form, in majesty 
‘Shaking the horrors of his #2 
‘And exch ferocious feature ἃ 
Greater he looks, and more | 
‘Then thas the wonders of th 
es, how sink! 
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Vied for hia love in jetty bowers below, 

As Hrylas fair was ravish’d long ago. 

Then sung, how, shown him by the nut-brown maide 
A branch of Styx here rises from the shades ; 
‘That, tinctured as it runs with Lethe’s streams, 
And wafting vapours from the land of dseams 34 
(As under seas Alpheus’ secret sluice, 

Bears Pisa’s offering to his Arethuse,) 

Pours into ‘Thames ; and hence the mingled wave 
Intoxicates the pert, and lulls the grave : 

Here brisker vapours o'er the Temple creep, 
There, all from Paul's to Aldgate drink and sleep. 

Thence to the banks where rgverend bards repose, 

They led him soft; each reverend bard arose ; 

And Milbourne chief, dzputed by the rest, 

Gave him the cassock, surcingle, and vest. 35C 
‘Reeeive,’ he said, ‘these robcs which once were mine: 
Dulness is sucred in a sound divine.’ 

116 ceased, and spread the robe ; the crowd confess 
The reverend flamen in his Jengthen'd dress. 
Around him wide a’sable army stand, 

A low-born, cell-bred, selfish, servile baad, 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 349. And Mitbourne.}] Luke Milbourne, a cler 
map, the fairest of critics; who, when he wrote against Mr. 
Dryden's Virgil, did him justice in printing at the same 
time bis own translations of him, which were intolerable. 
IJis manner of writing has a great rewemblanca with that of 
the gentlemen of the Dunciad against our author, a8 will be 
acen io the parallel of Mr. Dryden and him. 

Ver. 355. Around him wide, &c.) - It is to be hoped, 
that the satire in these lives will be understood in the con- 
fined sense in which the author meant it, of such only of the 
clergy, who, though sulemnly engaged in the service of re- 
ligion, dedicate tho:ogplves for νεῖ] and corrupt ends to 
that of ministers or factions; and though educated under an 
entire ignorance of the world, aspire to interfere in the 

overnment of it, and-consequently, to disturb and disorder 

¢; in which they full short of their predecessors only by 
jovested with much leas of that power and PANTY 
which they employed jndifferently (as We Wored ed io Loe 
« Lines above) either in supporting arbitrary PORES, H WS 


Througu wu. 
Fleet, 

Rolls the black troop, and overshades tne » 
Till showers of sermons, characters, essays, 
In circling flecces whiten all the ways: 
So clouds, replenish'd from some bog below 
Mount in dark volumes, and descend in sno 
Here stopt the goddess ; and in pomp procl 
A gentler erercise to close the games: 

‘Ye critics! ini whose heada, as equal sca 
] weigh what author's heaviness prevails ; 
Which most conduc? to soothe the soul in 8 
My Henley’s periods, or my Blackmore’s nu 
Attend the trial we propose to make : 
If there be man, who o’er suc!) works can \ 
Sleep's all-subduing charms who dares-deft 
And boasts Ulysses’ car with Argus’ eye ; 
To him we grant our amplest powers, to 8 
Judge of all present, past, and future wit; 
To cavil, censure, dictate, right or wrong, 
Full and eternal privilege of tongue.’ 

Three colleze soph and three pert ter 

-« their talents, and their tastes αὶ 
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Soft creeping words on words, the sense compose ; 

At every line they stretch, they yawn, they doze. 390 

As to soft gales Lop-heavy pines bow low 

Their heads, and lift them as they cease to blow, 

Thus o:t they rear, and ofi the head decline, 

As breathe, or pause, by fits, the airs divine. 

And now to this side, now to that they nod, : 

As verse, or prose, infuse the drowsy god, 

Thrice Budgel aim'd to speak, but thrice suppresa’d 

By potent Arthur, knock’d his chin and breast. - 

Toland and Tindal, prompt at priests to jeer, 

Yet silent bow'd to ‘Christ’s no kingdom here.’ 400 

Who eat the nearest, by the words o’ercome, 

Slept first ; the distant nodded to the hum. - 

. Then down are roll’d the books; stretch’d o’er them 
lies 

Each gentle clerk, and muttering seals his eyes. 

As what a Dutchman plumps into the lakes, 

One circle first, and then a second makes, 


aa aaa ene eet ae al 


REMARKS. 


Vor. 397. Thrice Budgel aim’d to,speak.) Famous for 

- his speeches on muny occasions about the South Sea 
schemes, ὅσος. ‘He is a very ingcuious gentieman, and hath 
written some excellent epilegues to playa, aod one small 

piece on Love, which ia very preity.--Jucob, Lives of Po- , 
ets, νοΐ. ii. p. 280. But this genthanan since made himse.ft 

much more eminent, and personaity well known to be the 
greatest statesman of all paitics, os well as to all the courta 

of law in this nation. 

Ver. 399. Toland and Tindnl,) ‘T'wo persons not 60 
happy as to be obscure, who writ aguinsat the religion of 
their country. Toland, the auti.or of the atheist’s liturgy, 
called Pantheiaticon, waa a epy, in pay to lord Oxford. Tin- 
dal waa author of the Rights of the Christian Church, and 
Christianity as old as the Creation. He aluv wrote an abu- 
give pamphlet against earl S=-—, which was suppressed 
while yet in MS. by an eminent person, (hen out of the mi- 
istry, to wlom he showed it, expecting his approbation. 
This doctor afterwards published the same piece, mutates 
mutandis, against that very person. 

Vor. 400. ᾿ Christ’s no kingdom. ἢ This is said by Curll, 
Key to Dunc. to allude to ἃ sermon of ἃ reverend hop. 
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What Dulness dropp’d among her sons imprese’d 
Like motion from one circle to the rest : 

So from the midmost the nutation spreads 

Round and more round, o’er all the sea of heads. 410 
At last Centlivre felt her voice to fail, 

Motteux himself unfinish’d left his tale, 

Boyer the state, and Law the stage gave o'er, 
Morgan and Mandevil could prate no more ; 
Norton, from Daniel and Ostreea sprung, 

Bleés'd with his father’s front, and mother’s tongue, 
Hung silent down his never-blushing head ; 
And al} was hush’d, as folly’s self lay dead. 


REMARES. 

Ver. 411. Centlivre.}] Mra. Susanna Centlivre, wile to 
Mr. Centlivre, yeoman of the mouth to his tnajusty. Sho 
writ many plays, and asong, (says Mr. Jacob, vol. i. p. 32,} 
Before ehe was seven years old. She also writ a builad 
against Mr. Pope’s Homer, bofure he began it. 

Ver. 413. Boyer the state, and Law the stage gavo o’er,! 
A. Boyer, a voluminous compiler of annals, political collec- 
tions, &c.— William Law, A. M. wrote with great zeal 
against the stage; Mr. Dennis answered with as gruat ; their 
books were printed in 1726. ‘The same Mr. Law is author 
of a book entitled, An Appeal to all that doubt of or disbe- 
lieve the truth of the Guspel; in which he has detailed a 
system of the rankest Spinosism, for the most exalted the- 
ology; and amougst other things as rare, has informed us of 
this, that sfc Isaac Newton stole the principles of bis phi- 
Josophy from one Jacob Behmen, a German cobbler. 

Ver. 414. Μοῖραι.) A writer agaist religion, distio- 
guishcd no otherwise from the rabble of his tribe, than by 
the pompousness of hiv title; tor baving etolen hia morality 
from Tindal, and his philosophy from Spinosa, he calls kiw- 
self, by the courtesy of England, a moral philosopher. 

Ibid. Mandevil.} Thia writer who prided bimsclf in the 
reputation of an immoral philosopher, was author of a fa- 
soous book called the Fabte of the Bees; written to prove 
that moral virtue is the invention of knaves, and Christian 
Virtue the imposition of fouls; and that vice is neccssary, 
and alone eufficient to render ancicty flourishing and happy. 

Ver. 415. Nortpn,) Norton De Foe, offspring of tho fa- 
mous Daniel, fortes creantur fortibus. One of the authors 
of the Flying Pust, in which well-bred work Mr. P. had 
sometime the honour to be abused with hia betters: and of 

zuaoy hired sgurrilities and dally papers, to wha he never 


Set Lis name. 


’ 
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- Thus the soft gifts of sleep conclude the day, 
And stretch’d on bulks, as usual, pocts lay. 420 
Why should I sing, what bards the nightly muse 
Did slumbering visit, and convey to stews ? 
Who prouder march’d with magistrates in state, 
To some famed round-house’ ever-open gate ? 
Gow Henley lay inspired beside a sink, 
And to mere mortals seem’d a priest in drink : 
While others, timely, to the neighbouring Fleet 
(Haunt of the muses) made their safe retreat ? 


BOOK THE THIRD. 


ARGUMENT. 


After the other persons are disposed in their proper 
places of rest. the goddess transports the king to her 
temple, and there lays him to slumber, with his head 
on her lap; a position of marvellous virtuc, which 
caugethi all the visions of wild enthusiasts, projectors, 
politicians, inamoratos, castle-builders, chemists, and 
poets. He is immediately carried on the wings of 
fancy, and led by a mad poetical Sibyl to the Elysian 
shade; where, on the banks of Lethe, the souls of the 
dull are dipped by Bavius. before their entrance into 
this world. There he is met by the ghost of Settle, and 
by him made acquainted with the wonders of the place, 
and with those which he himself is destined to perform. 
He takes tim to a mount of vision, from whence he 
shows him the past triumphs of the empire of Dulness, 
then the present, and lastly the future: how small 8 
part of the world was ever conquered by science, how 
soon those conquests were stoppe-l, an:l those very na- 
tions again reduced to her dominion. Then distin- 
guishing the island of Great Britain, shows by what 
aids, by what persons, and by what degrees it shall be 
brought to her empire. Some of the persons he causes 
to pass in review before his eyes, describing each by 

nD 

REMARRS. 


Ver. 427. Fleet,) A prison for insolvent dndtore-co Was 
of the ditch. 


On this subject Settle breaks int 
yet not unmixed with concern, 
‘were but the types of theso, He | 
‘the nation shall be overrun with 
‘shows; the throne of Dainese sha 
the theatres, and set up even at € 


giving a glimpse, or Pisgah sigh 
ness of her glory, the accomplisht 
subject of the fourth and last boo! 


BOOK Ii. 
Bor in her temple's last recoas 
‘On Duloess' lap the anointed hea 
‘Him clove she curtains round wit 
‘And soft besprinklea with Cimme 
‘Then raptures high the seat of se 
‘Which only heads refined from r 
Hence from the straw where Bed. 
He hears loud oracles, and talks 
Hence the foo!'s paradise, tho sta 
‘The air-built castle, and the gold 
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“The maid's romantic wish, the chemist's flame, 
And poet's vision of eternal fare. 
‘And now, on fancy’s easy wing convey'd, 
‘The king descending, views the Elysian shade, 
A slip-shod Siby! led his steps along, 
Tn lofty madness meditating song ; 
Her tresses staring from poetic dreams, 
And never wash’d, but in Castalia’s streams, 
‘Taylor, their botter Charon, lends an oar, 19 
(Once swan of Thames,though now he sings nomore,) 
Benlowes, propitious still to blockheads, bows ; 
‘And Shadwell nods the poppy on his brows, 


Ver. 15. A slip-shod Sibyl.) ‘This allegory is extremely 
Just, no conformation of the mind so much subjecting it to 
eal mavens, aa that which profucts re dulnese. ἤἥδοος 
‘wo find the religious asta of 
all ages wore ever, 
Jumps 

Toad, which of all mrutls falls quickest 


as well us the poetical) enth 
Uneir natural state, most heavy and 
but on the least application of heut, they ran like 
itu fusion. Where- 


fire in a genius is truly Promethean; it hurts not ita con- 
stituent parts, but only’ fite it (as it’ does well-tempered 
Atect) for the Recenary impressions of art But the common 
poople have heen tiught (1 do not know on what founda- 


Yion) to regard lunacy + a mark of wit, just aa the ‘Turks 
ἰδ our modern Methodiats do of holiness, But if the. 
Of madoees assigned by a great philosopher bo tr 
inavoidably full upon the dunces. Io aupposes it to be the 
Gweelling over-long on ono objoct or iden. Now as thie ate 
tention ἴα ocensioned vither Uy grief or study, it will be ized 
by dulnean: which hiath not quickness enough to compre 
Rend what it sceks, nor force and vigour enough to divert 
re imagination fro: the object it lament, 
‘Versi. Taylor) Jolin Taylor the water poct, an honest 
‘man, who owas he learned not so much as the accidence: ἃ 
Taro examplo of modesty in a poct? 
εἴ must confess T do want eloguoneey 
ree dtd learn my aecidence: 
1 GOL from possum to posset, 
|, could no tarther got 


He wrote fourscore books in the reign of James I. and 
Charles 1, and afterwards (like Exiward Ward} kegt an ale- 
‘house in Long-acto. He ἀϊοὰ in SSA. 

Ver. 21. Benlowes,) A country § 


grag, Forno τας 
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Here, in a dusky vale where Lethe rolls, 

Old Bavius sits, to dip poetic souls, 

And blunt the sense, and fit it for a skull 

Of solid proof, impenetrably dull: . 
Instant, when dipp’d, away they wing their flight, 
Where Brown and Meers unbar the gates of light 
Demand new bodies, and in calf’s array, ; 


Rush to the world, impatient for the day. 30 
Millions and millions on these banks he views, 
Thick as the stars of night, or morning dews, 
As thick as bees o’er vernal blossoms fly, 
As thick as eggs at Ward in pillory. 

REMARKS. 
be seen fiom many dedications of Quarles and others to 
bin. sume cf these anagramed his name Benlows into Be- 
Nevolus: τὸ very ΠΟ.) ue epoul ius wie eatale upuD 
them. 

- Vor. 22. And Shadwell noda the poppy, &c.) Shadwell 
took opium for many years; and dicd of tou large a dose, 
in the year 1692. Ν 

Ver. 24. Old Bavius sits.) Bavins was an ancient poet, 
celebrated by Virgil for the like cnuses as Bays by our au- 
thor, though not in so Canstiau-hke a manner: for heathen- 
ishly it is declared by Virg:l of Bavius, that he ought to be 
hated and detested for his evil works; gui Barium von 
edit: whereas we bave often had occasion to observe our 
poel’s great good nature und mercifulncas through the 
whole course of this poem. Seribl. 

Ver. 28. Brown und Meers}] Booksellers, printers for 
any body. The allegory of the souls of the dull comi 
forth in the form of books, dressed in calf"s leather, an 
being let abroad in vast numbers by booksellers, is suffi- 
ciently intclliz ble. 

Ver. 34. Ward in pitory.] John Ward, of Hackney, 
esq. τη 6 1081 of pani θοῦ, being couvicted of forgery, was 
first expelied the house, and then sentenced to the pillory oa 
the 17th of February, 1727. Me. Curll (having likewise 
atood there) looks upon the men ion of such a gentleman in 
satire, asa great act of birbarity, Key to Dunc. 3d edit. p. 
16. And another author reasona thus anon it: Durgen. 8vo. 
p. 11, 195. ‘How unworthy is it of Christian charity to ani- 

mato the rabble to ubuse a worthy man in such a situation! . 

that could move the poct thus to mention a brave sufferer, 

a gallant prisoner, expoved to the view of all mankindt ἴς 
Was Jaying asido his senses, it Was COMMAN, 5 Critne for | 
‘hich the Inw is deticient not to punish Wit’ Dey, & Chane 
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; Wondering he gazed ; when, lo! a sage appears, 

ey his broad shouiders known, and length of eara, 

Anown by the band aad suit which Settle wore 

ifis only suit) for twice three years before : 

«All as the vest, appear’d the wearer’s frame, 

Old in new state, apother, yet the same. 40 
land and familiar as in life, begua 

Thus the great father to the greater son: 

‘ Oh born to see what none can see awake ! 

Behold the wonders of the oblivious lake ! 
eT 
REMARKS. 
which man can scarce forgive, or time efface ! nothing surely 
could have induced him to it but being bribed by a great 
Zudy,’ &c. (to whom this brave, honest, worthy genUuomaa 
was guilly of no offence but forgery, proved in open court.) 
But it is evident this verse could not be meant of tim; it 
being notorious that no cggs wero thrown at that gehtieman,. 
Perhaps, therefore, it might be intended of Mr. Edward 

Ward, the poct, when he stood there. 

Ver. 36. And length of ears,] This is ἃ sophisticated 
reading. {f think I may venture to aflicm all the copyiste 
aro mistaken hore: 1 believe I may say the same of the 
critica; Dennis, Oldmixen, Welsted, have passed it in silertco. 
I have also stumbled at it, and wondered how an error so ma- 
nifest could escape such accurate persons. I dare assert, it 
proceeded originally from the inadvertescy of some trans- 
criber, whose head ran on tho pillory, mentioned twe lines 
before; it is therofore amazing that Mr. Curll himself should 
overlook it! Yet that scholiost tskes nat the least notice 
hereof. That the learned Mist also read it thus, is plaia 
fron his ranzing this passage among those in which our 88" 
thor was blumed for personal satire on a man’s face (where- 
of doubtless he might take the ear to be a part;) so Ithewise 

Yoncanen, Ralph, the Flying Poat, and all the herd ef com- 
mentators— Tota armenta erquuntur. 

A very little angacity (which all theac gentlemen, there- 
fore wanted) will restore to us the true sense of the poet thus: 
‘By his broad shoulders known, and length of years.’ 
Sno how easy a change of one single lotter!: That Mr. Set- 
tle was old, is most certain; but he was (happily) a stranger 
to tho pillory. This noto ia partly Mr. Theebald’s, partly 
Seribl. — 

Ver. 37. Setile.] Etkanah Settle was once ἃ writer in 


vozue as well as Cibber, both for dramatic yourry, wd Wie 
. } \ Tormideldia Weeki 
tw3. Mr. Dennis tells us, that ‘he was bat TeeRTTARE TORS 


Mr. Dryden, and that in the univereity ἢ 
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‘Thou, yet unborn, hast touch’d this sacred « 
‘The hand of Baviue drench’d thee o'er and 
Bat blind to formor, as to future fate, 
‘What mortal knows his pro-existent state 7 
‘Who knows how long thy transmigrating 5ὲ 
Might from Beotian to Beotien roll? 
How many Dutchmen she vouchsafed to th 
‘How many stages through old monks she r 
‘And all who since, in wild benighted days, 

, Μὰ the owl's ivy with the poet's bays. 
‘As man's meanders to the vital spring 
Roll all their tides, then back their circles t 
Or whirligige, twirl'd round by skilful ewait 
‘Suck the thread in, then yield it out again : 
‘All nonsense thus, of old or modern date, 
Shall, in thee ceutre, from thee circulate. 
For this, our queen unfolds to vision true 
‘Thy mental eye, for thou hast much to viev 


REMARKS. 
‘wero those who gave him the preference.” Mr. ΤΥ 
Jor farther ἴα hie bebalf: "Pour Sctile wae fe 
Righty rival of Diyden; nay, for many yearn, bor 
‘ation above bivn.” Pref. to his Pooms, ὅνο. p. 31 
Milbourne eried out, “How liule was Dryden 
whon his blood rua High, to defend himself again 
He! Notes on Dryd. Virg-). 115. ‘Theso aro ¢ 
‘pinions; and no wonder some authors indulge U 
"He was autlior of publisher of 

Chalice ἢν He ἢ 

“ried up on one Fido, κὰς 
ey of the Evnpress of Movoct 
ver printed with cuts." Uipon thie he 
Toot, the wits wiit against hiv play, he replied, an 
fudged be had the better. In short, Sette was th 
avery formidable rival to Mr. Drhden; aod m 
town, but the university of Cambridgu was divide 
PLE and in both places tho yourzor ert fal 

faoah.” Dennis, Prot. to Rem on Flom. 

Ver. 80, “Might fiom Baotian, ἀς.} Breotit 
the ridicuio of the wits formes, ws Lsand + 
though it produced one of the grentent yoe's ent 
Greatest gonerale of Groce ᾿ 

“Bwotum crasso jurare: xére ταλονα τ 
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Old scenes of glory, times long cast behind, 
Shall, first recall’d, rush furward to thy mind: 
Then stretch thy sight o’er all her rising reign, 
Aud let the past and future fire thy brain. 

Ascend this hill, whose cloudy point commands 
Her boundless empire over seas and lands: 

See, round the poles, where keener spangles shine, 
Where spices smoke, beneath the burning line, 70 
(Earth’s wide extremes,) her sable flag display’d, 
And all] the nations cover'd in her shade !, 

Far castward cast thine eye, from whence the sun 

And orient science their bright course begun: 

One godlike monarch all that pride confounds, 

He, whose long wall the wandering Tartar bounds : 
Heavens! what a pile! whole ages perish there, 
And one bright blaze turns learning into air. 
Thence to the south extend thy gladden’d cyes ; 
There rival flames with equal glory rise, 

‘From shelves to shelves sce greedy Vulcan roll, 
And lick up all their physic of the soul. 

Tlow little, mark! that portion of the ball, 
Where, faint at best, the beams of science fall : 
Soon as they dawn, from hyperborean skies 
Embodied dark, what clouds of Vandals rise ! 

Lo! where Mcotis sleeps, and hardly flows 

The freezing Tanais through a waste of snows, 
The North by myriads pours her mighty sons, 
Great nurse of Goths, of Alans, and of [uns ! 90 
See Alaric’s stern port! the martial frame 

Of Genseric ; and Attila’s dread name! 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 75. Chi Ho-am-ti, emperor of China, the same who 
built the great wall between China and Tartary, destroyod 
all the books and Icarned men of that empire. 

Ver. 81, 85. The caliph, Omar ἃ. having ὈΡΘΆ ΝᾺ, 
Egypt, caused his general to burn the Ptolomaan ibrary So 
the gates of which was this ineeripiion, 

The physic of the coul. 


Vou. 11. Vl 


ese glory mighty 


Shall take through Grub-sire 
A 


ud, her Parna, 
Behold a hund: 


REMARKS, 
thogrent wart a. 
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Lo, P—p—le’s brow, tremendous to the town, 
Horneck’s fierce eye, and Roome’s funereal frown. 
Lo sneering Goode, half malice and half whim, 

A fiend in glee, ridiculously grim. 

Each cygnet sweet, of Bath aud Tunbridge race, 
Whose tuneful whistling makes the waters pass: 


- REMARKS.~ 


endeniable argument: ‘He had once a regard for my jud 
ineut; otherwise ho never would have subscribed two gui- 
neas to mo, for one small book in octavo.’ Jacob's Letter to 
Dennis, printed in Denais’s Remarks on the Dunciad, p. 49. 
Therefore I should think the appellation of blunderbuss to 
Mr. Jacob, like that of thunderbult to Scipio, was meant in 
his honour. 

Mr. Dennis argues the samo way: ‘My writings having 
made great impression on the ininds of aliscnsible men, Mr. 
P. repented, and tu give proof of his repentance, subscribed 
to my two vulumes of Select Works, and afterwards to my 
two volumes of Letters.’ Ibid. p. 80. We should hence be- 
lieve, the name of Mr. Dennis hath also crept into this poem 
by some mistake. But from hence, gentle reader! thou 
mayest beware, when thou givest thy muncy to such authors, 
not to flatter thyself that thy motives are goéd nature or 
charity. 

Ver. 152. Horneck and Roome.} These two were viru- 
lent party-writers, worthily coupled together, and one wceld 
think prophetically, since, afer the publishing of this piece, 
‘the former dying, the Jatter succeeded him in honour and 
employment. he first was Philip Horneck, author of a 
Billingsgate paper, called the High German Doctor. Ed- 
ward Roome waa sun of an undertaker for funerals in Fleet- 
stroet, and writ zome of the papers called Pasquia, where, 
by malicivua invendes, he endeavoured to represent our au- 
thor guilty of malevolent practices wiih a great man then 
under prosecution of parliament. Of this man was made 
the following epigram: 

*You ask why Roome diverts you with his jokcs? 
Yet if he writes, is dull aa other folks! 

You wonder at it—This, sir, is the case, 

The jest is lost unless he prints his face.’ 

P—le was tho author of some vile plays and pamphlets. 
He pablisbed abuses on our author in a paper called the 
Prompter. 

Ver. 153. Goode,}] Ao ill-natured critic, who writ a 
satire on our author, called the Mock Mop, and wey 

anonymous libels in newspapers for hire. 

Ver. 156. Whose tuneful whistling makes he weted 
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Blockheada with reason wicked wits abhor, 
But fvol with fool is barbarous civil war. 
Embrace, embrace, my sons ! be foes no more ! 
Nor glad vile poets with true critics’ gore. 

Behold yon pair, in strict embraces join'd ; 
How like in manuers and how like in mind ! 1. 


REMARKS. 


through tho courso of theses nutes, what a constant attem 
ance Mr. Dennis paid to our author and all his works, a 
perhaps wonder he should be mcntioned but twice, and 
slightly touched, in this poem. But in truth he looked uge 
him with sume estecm, for having (nore generously then ἐ 
the rest) set his name to such writings. He wasalso a ve 
old man at this time. By his own account of himself, 
Mr. Jacub’s lives, he must have been above throescor 
and happily lived tnuny years after. So that he was seni 
to Mc. D'Urfey, who hitherto, of ull our poets, onjoyed εἰ 
longest bodily lite. 

Vor. 179. Behold yon pair, &c.] One of these was a 
thor of a weekly paper called ‘he Grumbler, as the oth 
was concerned in another called Pasquin, in which M 
Popo was abused with theduke of Buckingham, at.d biel 
of Rochester. They also joined in a piece aguinst his fr 
undertaking to translate the [liad, entitled Homerides, t 
sir Iliad Doggrel, printed 1715. 

Of the other works of these gentlemen the world x 
heard no more, than it would of Mr. Pope's, had their units 
laudable endeavours discouraged him from parsuing ἢ 
studies. How few good works had ever appcared (ein 
men of true merit are always the least presuming) had the 
been always such champions to stifle them in their cones; 
tion! And were it not botter for the public, that a mill 
of monsters should come into the world, which are sure 
die as soon as born, than that the serpents should strang 
one Hercules in his cradle ? 

The uniou of these two authors gave occasion to this ΘΕ 
gram: 


‘Burnet and Duckct, friends in spite, 
Caime hirsing oun in verse ; 

Both were go forwa:.d, each would write— 
So dull, each hung an a—. 

Thus Amphisbona a have read) 
At either end assails; 

None knows which leads or which is led, 
For both heads are but tails.’ 


After many cditions of thia poem, the wathor though & | 
Omit the names of theac tWo petedns, Whos inyary ΔΚ 


was of so qida date. 
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Equal in wit, and equally polite, 
Shall this a Pasquin, that a Grumbler write: 
Like are their merits, like rewards they share, 
That shines a consul, this commissioner.’ 
* But who is he, in closet close y-pent, 
Of sober face, with learned dust besprent?’ 
* Right well mine eyes arede the myster wight, 
On parchnient scraps y-fed, and Wormius hight. 
To future ages may the dulness last, 
As thou preservest the dulness of the past ! 190 
There, dim in clouds, the poring scholiasts mark, 
Wits who, like owls, see only in the dark, 
A lumber-house of books in every head, 
For ever reading, never to be read: 
But, where each science lifts its modern type, 
History her pot, divinity her pipe, 
While proud philosophy repines to show, 
Dishonest sight ! his breeches rent below ; . 
Imbrown’d with native bronze, lo! Henley stands, 
Tuning his voice, and balancing his hands. 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 184. That shines a consul, this commissioner.] 
Such places were give at this time tu such sort of writers. 

Vor. 187. Mystor wight.) Uncouth mortal. 

Ver. 188. ormius hight.] Let not this namo, purely 
fictitious, be concocited to mean the learned Olaus Wormius; 
much less (ag it was unwarrantably foisted into tho surrepti- 
tious editions) our own antiquary, Mr. Thomas Hearne, who 
had no way aggrieved our poct, but on the contrary publish- 
ed many curious tracts which he hath to his great content- 
ment perused. 

Ver. 192. Wits who, like owls, &c.] These fow lincs 
exactly describo the right verbal critic: the darker his au- 
thor is, the better he is pleased ; like the famous quack doc- 
tor, who put up in his bills, he delighted in matters of diffi- 
culty. Somebody said well of these men, that their heads 
were libraries out of order. 

Ver. 199. Lo! Henley stands, &c.] J. Henley, the 
orator ; he preached on the Sundays upon theological matters 
and on the Wednesdays upon all other sciences. Each 
auditor paid one shilling. He declaimed some years against 
the greatest persons, and occasionally did our πῦον Wet. 

honour. Welsted, in Oratory Transactions, No. 1, posite 


“ὦ 


ed by Henloy himeclf, gives the folk 
*Ho waa burn at Melton dlowbray, 

his own parish school he weut to St, 
bridgo. He beyan there to be uneas 
find he was commanded to believe a; 
in points of religion, philosophy, d&c 
him freely to dispute all proposition 
account, he was impatient under 1 
born mind. Being admitted to prie 
examination ver. short and supertic 
necessary to confurin to the Chri 
either to deacenanp or priesthood. 

after having for some years beanaw 
had an ambition to be so for minist 
season he did not risu in the church 
envy of others, and a disrelish enter 
he was not qualified 40 be a comp! 
he offered the service of his pen to tw 
and intorests directly opposite; by b 
jected, he set up a new project, and μι} 
of ancient Eloquence. Io thonght 
licence from the king and partiamer 
ther; at Hickes’s Holl, as at Doctor: 
his oratory in Neowport-murket, Bute 
his friend, ‘he had tho nasurance 

no mortal ever thoucht of: he had at 
Bition; challenged his adversaries tc 
none would dispute with him: writ, re 
hours a day; composed three dixse 
subiccta: undertenk ta tench in ane 
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‘Guill break the benches, Henley ! with thy strain, 
While Sherlock, Hare, and Gibson, preach in vain, 
‘Oh great restorer of the good old stage, 
Preacher at once, and zany of thy age! 
‘Oh worthy thou of Egypt's wise abodes, 
A decent priest, where monkeys were the god: 
‘Bat fate with butchers placed thy priestly stall, 
‘Meck modern faith to murder, hack, and maul 210 
‘And bade thee live, to crown Britannia’s praise, 
In Toland’s, Tindal’s, and in Woolston’s days. 

‘Yet oh, my sons, a father’s words attend: 
(So may the fates preserve the ears you lend :) 
"Tis yours, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 
A Newton's genius, or ἃ Milton's flame : 
Bat oh One, immortal One dispense, 
‘The source of Newton’s light, of Bacon's sense. 
Content each emanation of his fires 
‘That beams on earth, each virtue he inspires, 220 
Each art he prompts, each charm he can create, 
‘Whate'er he gives, are given for your hate. 


‘REMARKS. 


‘Woolston was an imp 
Fnssleatnglo agatot tho miracles uf the Gospel i the your 
3785, δι 
en 2, Yat ohy my sone ee) Τὰς cation guigt 
aaphonsy bore giver bya doparied son of Dunes to his ye 
eaastingUrathros iar ay the. foct rightly intimates, not out 
SFindornea to there of others, but their own.” And τὸ 
swe se that when thet 
nd ὍΝ bog assiatane to pollule 
pet meat wrth the esine viulonce they bed before done 
‘pared omanations fom i- : 
"Tia yours, a Bacon or ἃ Locke to blame, 
Ver sn Porton’ gonius, ot α Malwon'e Same , 
‘Thankfully received, and froely used, a hin eracious Weare, 
the bolaved disciple of thot prince οὗ ἀλδαν μας SSNS 
itementous Hrtehinanm. Heat with woes BALAN BS 


. THE DUNCIAD. 261 


And look’d, and saw a sable sorccror 

Swift to whose hand a winged volume fi 

All sudden, gorgons hiss, and dragons glare, 

And ten horn’d fiends and giants rush to war. 

Hell rises, heaven descends, and dance on earth; 

Gods, imps, and monsters, music, rage, and mirth, 

A fire, a jig, a battlo, and a ball, 

Till one wide contiagration swallows all. 0 
‘Thence a new world, to nature's laws unknown, 

Breaks out refulgent, with a heaven ite own; 

Another Cynthia her new journey runs, 

‘And other plancts circle other suns. 

‘The forests dance, the rivers upward rise, 

‘Whales sport in woods, and dolphins in the-skies; 

And last, to give the whole creation grace, 

Lo! one vast egg produces human race. 

Joy fills his soul, joy innocent of thought : 

+ What power,’ he cries, * what power these wonders 

wrought?” 250 

Son; what thou seek’st is in thee! Look, and find 

Each monster meets his likeness in thy mind. 

Yet wouldst thou more ? in yonder cloud behold, 

‘Whose sarscnct skirts are edged with tliming gold, 

A matchleas youth! his nod these worlds controls, 

‘Wings the red lightning, and the thunder rolls. 


REMARKS. 


‘armies, could focl a greater transport in their bosome than T 
id in mine.” 

ve le torcorer. 
Of farces, which luster 
which both playhouses 
δ years. All the extravazances in the wxteen lines 
felting wor intruded om the sng ul feud by 
Berson a tho rat galt a England tho Iwentieth an 


Dr. Faustun, the subject 


Over ae ‘ell risce, heaven descends, and dance on 
monatrous absurdity Waa uevadlly repent 
dee Rane nf Preaeruine. 


Immottal Rich! how cam αὶ 
*Midet snows of paper, and ! 
‘And, proud his mistress’ ord 
Rides in the whirlwind, and 

‘But lo! to dark encounter 
New wizards rise ; 1 see my 
Booth in hie cloudy tabernac 
On grinning dragons thou sh 
Dire is the conflict, dismal it 
Here shouts all Drury, there 


REMAR 
‘Ver. 961. Immortal Rich ‘] 
theatre-royal in Coventgarden, 

this way. ᾿ 


‘outvising δὲ 
se hia own δὰ 
ΣΤ Ἢ 


δὰ it αραῖημι my con 
Find Hen 
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Contending theatres our empire raise, 
Alike their laboura, and alike their praise. 
And are these wonders, son, to thee unknown 7 

Unknown to thee? These wonders are thy own. 
These fate reserved to grace thy reign divine, 
Foreseen by me, but, ah! withheld from mine. ἡ 

In Lud’s old walls though long I ruled, renown‘d 
Far as Joud Bow’s stupendous bells resound ; 
Though my own aldermen conferr’d the bays, 

To me committing their eternal praise, 280 
Their full fed heroes, their pacific mayors, 

Their annual trophies, and their monthly wars: 
Though long my party built on me their hopes, 

For writing pamphlets, and for roasting popes : 

Yet lo! it me what authors have to brag on! 
Reduced at last to’ ss in my own dragon. 

Avert it, Heaven: .fiat thou, my Cibber, e’er 
Shouldst wag ἃ serpent-tail in Smithfield fair! 

Like the vile straw that’s blown about the streets, 
The ncedy poet sticks to all he meets, 290 
Coach'd, carted, trod upon, now loose, now fast, 
And carried off in some dog’s tail at last. 
Happier thy fortunes ! like a rolling stone, 
Thy giddy dulness still shall lumber on, 
Safe in its heaviness shall never stray, 

But lick up every blockhead in the way. 


- .ὔὖὦἍ 
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Ver. 282. Annual trophies on the lord-mayor’s day ; and 
monthly wars in the artillery ground. 

Ver. 283. Though long my party.] Settle, like most 

arty writers, was very uncertnin in his political principles. 
He was employed to hold the pen in the character of a popish 
successor, but afterwards printed his narrative on the other 
ride. He had managed the ceremony of a famous pope- 
burning, on Nov. 17, 1680; then became a trooper in king 
James’s army, at Hounslow-hcath. After the Revolution, 
he kept a booth at Bartholomew-fair, where, in the droll 
called St. George for England, he acted in his old age, ina 
dragon of green leather of hia own invention; he wea et la 
taken into the Chartcr-house and there died, aged δ 


years 


΄ - 


Grub-street! thy fall shot 
"Thy stage shall stand, in 


| 


‘THE DUNCIAD. - 6 


Another Hechylus appears! prepare 

For new abortions, all yo pregnant fair ! 

In flames, like Semele’s, be brought to bed, - 

While opening hell spouts wild-fire at your head. 
Now, Bavius, take the poppy from thy bro 

And place it here! here, all ye heroes, bow 
‘This, this is he, foretold by ancient rhymes 

‘The Augustus born to bring Saturnian times. 890 

Signs following signs lead on the mighty year; 

See! the dull etars roll round and re-appear. 

‘See, see, our own true Phoebus woars thy bays ! 

‘Our Midas sits lord chancellor of plays! 

On poets’ tombs see Benson's titles writ! 

Lo! Ambrose Phillips ia preferr’d for wit! 


REMARKS. 


of tho spectators. They αἷνο rivalled each othor in showing 
the burnings of ellie, in Dr. Foust 

Ver. 313: Another Aachylus Te tapoted of 
Zachiylus, that whea bis trugeily of tho Furies was acted, 
that the audience were so terrified, that the children fell into 
fils, and the big-beliiedl women miscattied. 

Ver. 225. Gn poets tombs see Benson’ 
‘W—m Benton (sutveyor of the buildin, 
George I.) gave in « report to the lords, 
Painted-chumber adjoining were in isamediate danger of 
falling. Whereupon the fords met iu « committee to a 
point some other placo to sit in, while the house should 
{aken down. But it being proposed to cause some other 
builders first to inspect it, they found it in very good condi 
jon. ‘The lords, upon th ‘nddross to 

ation ; but 


earl off Suniterinnd, 
we that his minjenty 
Recordingly.. To favour οὗ τ 
her Ween, who a Bren archive othe crs fr abuve 

fy years, who had built most of the churches in 
aid the frat stone of Bt. Pauls, and lived to Bich it bad 
been displaced from his employment at the age of near 
Binety yenrs. ᾿ 

SF IS maeor Pia ὑπὸ en! ih eed 
tone of tho wits at Botion’s, and ἃ jodie of the peter 
wee ia leat Baton ad sein of the pete 
and a: much greator character we have οἱ Win vo WOR 
Complete Art of Poctry, vol. ἡ. p. AST. “Wade SS 
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ous Rh ak oe νὼ δ᾽ο τῶν δὲ δ ea" δὰ Ch Gah 


REMARKS. 


Virgil, lest it shoutd sec. Watters, ἢ 
if posterity docs ποῖ ΠῚ Ὸ ἢ Lem age 
preacot enjoys. He ἀπ ναι 
standing between our asthod asd 3 
sven atier he abused ase ch. Hes 
Mr. P. wasn eneiny to the govern 
he was the avowed author of air 
spread, that he hada hand in a par 
aminer: a fa'schood well known ἴ 
had the direction and publication ao 

Ver. ws. While Jones’ and Bay 
At the time when this poem wuss 
honse of Whitehall, the chuieh un 
den, and the palace and chapel 
works of the famous [nigo Jones, ἡ 
#0 neglected, aa to be in canger οἱ 
Covent-garden church had been 
beautified, at the evpens:of the er 
the anme tine, by his publication of 
muaster and Palladio, as well as bys 
his own, revived the true taste of a 
dom. 

Ver. 330. Gay dies unpersion’d| 


fable of the Hare and many Friend 


oarly in the friendship of our author 


“Ἴδε ἢ: Won carpenter ὠὐδαλεισινΐ τρασίρο af 
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IL.bernian politics, O Swift! thy fate ; 

And Pope’s, ten years to comment and translate. 
Proceed, great days! till learning fly the shore, 

Till bireh shall blush with noble blood no more, 


REMARKS. 

it was performed twenty-four days together; it was last 
ucted in Minorca. The fame of it was not confined to the 
author only; the ladies carried about with them the favour- 
ite songs of it in fins; and houses were furnished with it ia 
sereeos. The persou who acted Polly, till then obscure, be- 
came at once the favourite of the town: her pictures were 
engcaved, and sold in great numbers, her life written, books 
of letters and verses to her published ; and pamphlets made 
even of her sayings and jes's. 

Furthermore, it drove out of England, for that season, the 
Italian opera, which had carried all before it for ten years. 
That idol of the nobility and people, which the great critic 
Mr. Dennis by the labours and ou'cries of a whole life could 
not overthrow, was demolished by a single stroke of this 
gentleman’s pen. This happened in the year 1728. Yet so 
great was his modcaty, that he cunstaotly prefixed to all the 
ed. tious of it this moto: Nos hec novimus esse nihil. 

Ver. 332. And Pope’s, ten years to comment and trans- 
lato.) The author here plainly laments, that he was so long 
employed in translating and commenting. He began the 
1184 in 1713, and finished it in 1719. The edition of Shak- 
speare (which he undertook merely becuuse nobody else 
would) took up near two yenrs more in the drudgery of com- 

aring impressions, rectifying the scenery, &c. and the trans- 
ation of the Odysary employed him from that time to 1725. 

Ver. 333. Proceed, great days! &c.] It may, perhaps, 
seem incredible, that ao great a revolution in learning as is 
here prophesied, should be brought about by such weak in- 
struments as have been (hitherto) described in our poem: 
but do not thou, gentle render, rest too secure in thy con- 
tempt of theee instruments. Remember what the Dutch 
storics somewhere relate, that a great part of their provinces 
was once overtiowed, by a small opening made in one of 
their dykes by a single water rat. 

However, that such is not seriously the judgment of our 
poet, but that he conceiveth better hopes from the diligence 
of our schools, from the regularity of our universities, the 
discernment of our great men, the accomplishments of our 
nobility, the encouragement of our patrons, and the genius 
of our writers of all kinds (notwithstanding some few ex- 
ceptions in euch) may plainly bo seen from his conclusion ; 
where, causing all this vision to paze through the ivory gate, 
he expressly, in the Innguage of poery, declares all Woe Aus 
azinations to be wild, ungrounded, and Heriow,. Serb 
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Till Thames see Eton's sons for ever play 
‘Till Westminster's whole year be holiday, 
«Till Isis’ elders reel, their pupils sport, 
And alina mater lie dissolved in port!" 
‘Enough ! enough !'—the raptured mom 
And through the ivory gate the vision flies, 


BOOK THE FOURTH. 


. ARGUMENT. 
‘The poct boing, in this book, to dectare the 
of the prophecics mentioned at the end of 
makes ἃ new invocation; as the greaten 
wont, when some high and worthy matt 
sung. He shows the goddess coming in by 

to destroy order and science, and to out 
kingdom of the Dull upon earth, How sb 
live the sciences, and ailences the muses; 
they be who succeed in their stead, AN b 

by a wonderful attraction, are drawn abot 
bear along with them divers others, who F 
empire by connivance, sreak resistance, or: 
ment of arts; such as half-wite, tastelem 
vain pretenders, the flatterers of dunces, or 

of them. All these crowd round her; on 
offering to approach her, is driven back by 

she commends and encourages both. ‘Thy 
sp:ak in for are the geniuses of the schoc 
sure her of their care to advance ber cause’ 
youth to words, and keeping them out of 
Teal knowledge. ‘Their address, and ber g 
‘ewer; with her charge to them and the ἃ 
‘The universities appoar by their proper de 
assure her that the same method is obser 
reas of education, ‘The speoeb of Aria 

ubject. They are driven off by « ban 
gentlemen returned from travel with th 
one of whom delivers to the godiess, tne 
tion, un account of the whole contac πὸ 
Abvir travels; presenting to et νὰ Yon 
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woung nobleman perfectiy aeccumished., She roceives 
aim graceusty, gut enines him with the happy 
quality of Wantoer shame. Spe sees loitering about 
hera numberof ΤΡ Δ persons abandoning all busi- 
gives and duty, ant dying with laziness: to these ap- 
proaches the antiquary Annius, entreating her to 
make them virtussos, and assign them over to him; 
bat Mummius, another antiquary, complaining of his 
‘fraudulent proceeding, she finds a method to reconcile 
their difference. Then citer ἃ troop of peaple fantas- 
tically adorned, offering her strange and exotic pre- 
sents: amongst them, one stands forth and demands 
justice on another, who had deprived him of one of 
the greatest curiosities in natire; but he justifies him- 
self so well, that the goddess gives them both her ap- 
probation. She recommends to them to find proper 
employment for th: indolents before mentioned, in the 
study of butterflies, shells. birds’ nests, moss, &c., but 
With particular caution, not to proceed beyond trifles, 
to any useful or extensive views of nature, or of the 
Author of nature. Against the last of these appre- 
Srensions. she is προη Γι bya hearty address from the 
minute philosophers aud fre thinkers, one of Whong 
speaks in the name of tae pest, She youll thus in- 
structed and principied. are delivered io her ina hody, 
by the hands of Ssienus: and then admitted to taste 
the cup of the Magus, her hich priest, which causes a 
total oblivion of al obligations, divine, civil, moral 
or rational. To these, her adepts. she sends priests, 
atten:unte, and comforters, of varions kinds; confers 
on them orders apd deurees; and then disivissing them 
with a speech, confirming to each bis privileges, and 
telling what she experts froin cach, concludes with a 
yawn of cxtraordinery virtue: the progress and effects 
whereof gn all orders of men, and the consummation 
of all in the restoration of night and chaos, conclude 


the poem, 


BOOK IV. 


Yer, yet ἃ moment, one dim ray of light 
Indulge, dread Chaos, an-) eternal Nigh’ 


ae Pe ee 
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Of darkness visible so much be lent, 
‘As ΜΑΙ το show, half veil the deep intent. 
Ye powers! whose mysteries restored T 
‘To whom Time bears me on his rapid win 
Suspend a while your force inertly strong, 
‘Then take at once the poot and the song. 
vod the dog-star's unpropitious 1 
ἢ wither'd every bay 
un, the owl forsook his bows 
aruck prophet felt the madding 
I: seed of Chaos and of Night, 


and exti 


OF dull and ver 


of the G 
vivw whe, 
ἰδνιυ ταν ot of any « 


‘work in any 
il than of οἱ 


Δ ΝΜ Pane cael tore eet iat the Hint 
seed Soh ‘the Hatrachonuomachia 
ΠΟΥ 


Vail. se.) ‘Th:a is an invocation of mach p 
i. wilhng ὧν ayjiove himeelt a gentige #00, 
Be chinwnie ‘what i exer agreruble ty Dilneas) ἢ 


ad Ch 
fudivgs 19, Wt 
Partake of its or 
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‘She mounts the throne: her bead ἃ cloud com 
ceat'd, . 


In broad effulgence all below reveal'd: 

(Τα thus aspiring Dulness ever shines:) 

‘Soft on her lap her laureate son reclines. 30 
Beneath her footstool, science groans in chains, 

And wit dreads exile, penalties, and pains, 


‘REMARKS. 


Wer. 16. Lend and gold.) i.¢. dull and 
Var, 20. | Her taureata son recline. Ἐπ 
‘ment it is imagined by tho poct, that μυῖα a col 
Dulness'had εἰσειοῦ, should sleep on the throne, 
‘very little sharo in the action of the poe 
‘hath done little or nothing from the αι 
‘Raving passed through the second book without 
fin any thing that was transacted about him; 
‘the third im profound aloep: | Nor ought this 
‘04, to seem strange in our days, when so many king-cousorta 
Pave done the hike. serbh 
"This verse our excellent Jauroa 
led 10 all mankind, ‘if he was not x seldom asleep ax 

any fool!” But itis hoped tho poet hath not injured him, 
‘Dal rather verified his propiecs (p. 243 of his own Life, Βνο; 
ct xy where he ayes ‘the reer will bo os much pe 
ἕο find me a dunce in my oll age, a3 he was to prove 
brisk blockhead ia my youth? 
room for brisknese, ar alncrity of any sort, exen in 
fhe hath had it allowed ; but here, whore there 
bhim to do but to thko his natural rest, ho oust permit hia 

ian to bo silent. It in tiom thei τα only that 

‘their character, and pects from their works ; 
rose he bo an mich asleep an any fool, the poet 


os 
nothing for 


Tid. Mer laureate.) ‘When Ἱ find 

‘al works of this post, { never look mpon it as any mali 
int to. me, but profit to himself. For he considers t 
my face is mere known than most in the nation; and there- 
Sore α Fick at tho Jeurcatd will bo & 


Morality, by ΠΟΤ 1s pues — . 
Chicane in furs, and casuistry in lawn, 
Gasps, as they straighten at each end the ca 
And dies, when Duluess gives her Page the 
“Ind Mathesis alone wis unconfined, 
oo mad for mere material chains to bind,. 
Now to pure syace lifts her ecstatic stare, 
Now running round the circle, finds it squa 
But held in tenfold bonds the Muses lie, 
Watch’d both by Fnvy's and by Flattery’s « 
There to her heart sad Tragedy address’d 
The dagger wont to piorce the tyrant’s bret 
Ἐπὶ sober LListory restrain’d her rage; 
And promised vengeance on ἃ barbarous of 


REMARKS. 


presented with the picture of those whom the go 
into captivity. Science ix only depressed and co 
to be rendered uscless ; but wit or goniua, δὲ & Τὰ 
ous and active enemy, punixhed, or driver awe 
being oflen reconciled in some degree with le 
never Hpon any terns with wit. And accosding 
acen that sho admits aumething like each science 
tee wanhistry, gcc. but nothing like wit; opera al 
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There sunk Thalia, nerveles:, coid, and dead, 

Had not her sister Satire held her head : 

Nor couldst thou, Chesterfield! a tear refuse ; 
Thou weptst, and with thee wept each gentle muse; 
When Io! a harlot form soft sliding by, 

With mincing step, small voice, and languid eye: * 


REMARKS. 


mny be asked, how came history and satire to be admitted 
With impunity tou administer comfort to the Muses, even in 
the presence of the goddess, and in the midst of all her tri- 
umple? ΚΑ question,’ says Scriblerus, ‘which we thus re- 
solve: History was brought up in her infancy by Dulocss 
heiself; but being afterwards espoused into a nuble house, 
she forgot (as ia usual!) the humility of her birth, and the 
cares of her early friends. ‘This occasioned a Jong estrange- @ 
ment between her aud Dulness. At length, in process of 
time, they met together in a monk’s cell, were reevnciled, 
and became better friends than ever. Alter this they had a 
second quarrel, but it held not long, and are now again on 
yeasonable terms, and so are likely to coatinue.’ This ac- 
eounts for the conuivance shown to history on this occasion. 
But the boldness of satire springs from a very different 
cause; for the reader ought to know, that she alone of all 
tho sisters is unconquerable, never to be silenced, when trul 
inspired and animated (as should seem) from above, for this 
very purpose, to oppose the kingdum of Dulness to her last 
cath. 

Ver. 43. Nor couldst.thou, &c.] ‘This noble person in 
the year 1737, when the uct afuresuid was brought into the 
house of Lords, opposed it in an excellent specch,’ saya Mr. 
Cibber, ‘with a lively spirit, and uncemmon eloquence.” 
This speech had the honour to be answered by the said Mr. 
Cibber, with a lively spirit also, and in a manner very un- 
common, in the cighth chapter of his Life and Manners. 
And here, gentle reader, would I gladly insert the other 
speech, whereby thou mightest judge between them ; but I 
must dofer it on account of some differences not yet adjusted 
beiweon the noble author and myself, concerning the true 
reading of ccrtnin passages. Bent. 

Ver. 45. When lo! a harlot form] The attitude given 
to this phantom representa the nature and genius of the 
lualian opera; its affected airs, effeminate sounds, and the 
practice of patching up theso operas with favourite song, 
jucohcrently put together. These things were supported by 
the subscriptions of the nobility. This circumstance, that 
opera should prepare for the opening of the grand wba, 
was prophosicd of in Book iii. ver. 305. 


a 
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Foreign her air, her robe’s discordant pride 
In patch-work fluttering, and her head aside ; 
By singing peers upheld on either hand, 
She tripp'd and laugh’d, too pretty much to stand, 50 
Cast on the prostrate Nine a scornful look, 
Then thus in quaint recitativo spoke : 

“Ὁ Cara! Cara! silence all that train: 
Joy to great Chaos! let division reign : 
Chromatic tortures soon shall drive them hence, 
Break all their nerves and fritter 4}} their sense ; 
One trill shall harmonize joy, grief, and rage, 
Wake the dull church, and lull the ranting stage; 
To the same notes thy sons shal] hum, or snore, 
« And all thy yawning daughters cry, encore. 
Another Phebus, thy own Phebus, reigns, 
Joys in my jigs, and dances in my chains. 
But soon, ah soon ! rebellion will commence, 
If music meanly borrows aid from sense : 
Strong in new arms, lo! giant Handel stands, 
Like bold Briareus, with a hundred hands: 
To stir, to rouse, to shake the soul he comes, 
And Jove’s own thunders follow Mars’s drums. 
Arrest him, empress, or you sleep no more—’ 70 
She heard, and drove him to the Hibernian shore. 
~ And now had Fame’s posterior trumpet blown, 
And all the nations summon’d to the throne. 


REMARKS, 


‘ Already Opera prepares the way, 
The sure forerunner of her gentle sway.’ 


Ver. 54. Let division reign :] Alluding to the false taste of 
playing tricks in music with numberless divisions, to the ne~ 
giect of that harmony which confornis to the sense, and ap- 
plies to the passions, Mr. Ilandel had introduced a great 
number of hands, and more variety of instruments into the 
orchestra, and employed even drums and cannon to make a 
fuller chorus; which proved 80 much (oo manly for the fine 

gentlemen of his age, that he was ubtiged Xo yemMeNe NAAT 
sic into Ireland. After which they wer A, LOT) 
of composers, to practice the patch-work whove-mentanwa, 
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The young, the old, whe feel her inward sway, 

One instinct seizes, and transports away. 

None need a guide, by sure attraction led, 

And strong impulsive gravity of head : 

None want a place, for al] their centre found 

Hung to the goddess, and coher’d around. 

Not closer, orb in orb, conglob’d are seen 

The buzzing bees about their dusky queen. - 80 
The gathering number, as it moves along, 

Involves a vast involuntary throng, 

Who, gently drawn, and struggling less and less, 

Roll in her vortex, and her pow’r confess: 

Not those alone who passive own her laws, 

But who, weak rebels, more advance her cause. 

Whate’er of Dunce in college or in town 

Sneers at another, in toupee or gown ; 

Whate'’er of mongrel no one class admits, 

A wit with dunces, and a dunce with wits. 90 
Nor absent they, no members of her state, 

Who pay her homage in her sons, the great ; 

Who, false to Phebus, bow the knee to Baal, 

Or impious, preach his word without a call; 

Patrons, who sneak from living worth to dead, 

Withhold the pension, and set up the head ; 

Or vest dull flattery in the sacred gown, 

Or give from fool to fool the Jaurel crown: 

And Qast and worst) with all the cant of wit, 

Without the soul, the muse’s hypocrite. 100 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 76 to 101. It ought to be observed that here are three 
clasecs in this asseinbly. The first, of men absolutely and 
avowedly dull, who naturally adhere to the goddess, and are 
imaged in the simile of the bees about their queen. Tho 
second involuntarily drawn to her, though not caring toown 
ber influence; from ver. 81 to 90. The third, of such as, 
though not members of her state, yet advance her servico 
by flatterivg Dulneas, cultivating mistaken talents, patronin- 
ing vile scribbiers, discouraging living metit, or setting. up 
for wits, and men of taste in arts they undcralend not, fo 
vor, 91 tw 101. 


E 


‘There mov'd Montalto with 
Miis stretch'd-out arm display'd 
ourtiers and patriots in two ra 
both he pase'd, and bo 
But as in graceful act, with aw! 
Compos'd he stood, bold Bensa 
On two unequal crutches prope 
‘Milton's on this, on that one Jo 
‘The decent knight retir'd with « 
Withdrew his hand, and clos'd ¢ 
But (happy for him as the times 
Appear'd Apollo's mayor and al 
On whom three hundred gold-ca 
‘To lug the ponderous volume off 
When Duiness, smiling— Thu, 
‘But murder first, and mince them 


REMARKS, 
Vee. 108, —how'd from side to sido 
party. . 
; Ver. 110. Bold Bonson.) This man 


imeelf 0 erecting monumenta, 
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As erst Medea (cruel, 60 to save!) 
A new edition of old ison gave; 
‘et standard authors thus, like trophies borne, 
‘Appear more glorious as more hack’d and torn. 
And you, my critics! in the chequer'd shade, 
Admire new light thro’ holes yourselves have made, 
Leave not a foot of verse, a fuot of ytone, 
‘A page, a grave, that they can call their own ; 
But spread, my sons, your glory thin or thick, 
On passive paper, oF on solid brick ; 130 
So by each bard an alderman shall sit, 
A heavy lord shall hang at every wit, 
‘And while on Fame’s triumphant car they ride, 
Some slave of mine be pinion’d to their side.” 

Now crowds on crowds around the goddess press, 
Each eager to present the first address. 
Dance scorning dunce behold the next advance, 
But fop shows fup superior complaisance. 


REMARKS. 


ir text, an in former ine 
8 dixgraced with their 


impertinont altorat 
jances; of by setting up mon 
own vilo 


inscriptions, ag in the latter. 


ὝΨΟΣ ΛΑ page, a geave,) ‘For whut leer than a grave 
for! or what ices than page 


ean he granted to a dead. 
ean be allowed a living one? 


: an shall sity) 

ment erected for Butler hy al 
‘Ver. 123. A heavy lord shail hang at every wit] How 

‘unnatural nn image, and how ill supported! saith’ Aristar- 

chus. Had it been, 

wit shall hang at overy lord, 


ing, ig 
judging patrons. For 
2, and of commentarioe pur 
ana of the poor author of Hudibr 
ighed down tothe gravely τὰ 
ἃ more unmereiful ond of commenr 


ἵν, long sin« 
af'debts, bas | 


Eton and Winton shake th 
All flesh is humbled, Wes: 
Shrink, and confess the G: 
The pale boy-senator yet t 
And holds his breeches ch 

‘Then thus: *Since man 

known, 

Words are man’s province, 
When reason, doubtful, lik 
Points him two ways, t 
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Lat the door of learning, youth to guide, 

wer suffer it to stand too wide: 

ᾧ to guess, to know, as they commence, 

cy opens the quick springs of sense, 

y the meihory, we load the brain, 

‘ebel wit, and double chain on chain, 

6 the thought to exercise the breath; 

cop them in the pale of words till death. 160 
“er the talents, or howe’er design’d, 

ing one jingling padlock on the mind: 

tthe first day he dips his quill ; 

“hat the last ? a very poet still. . 
the charm works only in our wall, 
ost too soon in yonder house or hal 
truant Windham every muse gave 0 
Talbot sunk, and was a wit no more! 

sweet an Ovid, Murray was our boast ! 

nany Martials were in Pulteney lost! 110 
ture seme bard, to our eternal praise, 

ce ten thousand rhyming nights and days, 
each’d the work, the all that mortal can ; 

south beheld that master-piece of man. 

? eried the goddess, ‘for some pedant reign ἢ 
gentle James, to bless the land again ; 


REMARKS. 
ingorns, δῷ an emblem of the different roads of virtue 


ι Samios didusit litera ramos. 


174. ‘Thntmaster-piece of man) Vi 
mous Dr. Sou declared « perfoet epigram to 

ta performanre ax an epic poem. And the ert 
chic poem iv the greatest work Imman ature is 
dof! 


176, Some gentle James, &e.) | Wilson tells us that 
gy Jumen the fist, (wok upon himself to teach the 
bongue to Car, oar! of Somerect; and that Gondomar, 
inish ambussador, would speak false Latin to him, 
Jono to give hin the ylensure of correcting SWEAR, 
aght himsel€ into hig good graces, 


aa oe eK 


τὸ,  Wuiness sees a 
°Tis in the shade of arbitra: 
ΟἹ if my sons may learn c 
Teach but that one suflicie: 
‘That which my priests, απὸ 
Which, as it dies, or lives, 
May you, my Cam, and Jsi 
“The right divine of kings | 
Prompt at the call, aroun, 
Broad hats, and hoods, and 
‘Thick and more thick the b 
A hundred head of Aristotl 
Nor wert thou, Isis! wantir 
(Though Christ-church long 
Each staunch polemic, stubl 
Each fierce logician, still ex 
‘Came whip and spur, and 
thick 
(On German Crouzaz, and 
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God to him. The principles of 
esiatunce,’ save the nuthar of th 
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‘As many quit the streams that murmuring fall 

‘To lall the sons of Margaret and Clare-hall, 900 
‘Where Bentley late tempestuous wont to sport 

In troubled waters, but now sleeps in port. 

Refore them march'd that awful Aristarch ; 

Plow'd was his front with many a deep remark: 
‘His hat, which never vail’d to human pride, 

‘Walker with reverence took, and laid 


REMARI 


Being gouty or unwieldy, have kept their conchos, Bat 
these are horses of great strength, amd. fit to carry 80) 
‘weight, as their German and Dutch extraction may miauk 
fost; and very famous we may conclude, boing honwured 


wilh names, as wore the horses Peguaus and Bueephalun, 
‘Seribt. 


‘Though I have the greatest deference to the pi 
of this etminont schotiaat, and must ova that nothing can be 
‘more natural than his interpretation, or juster than that rule 
Of criticiam, which directs us to keep tho literal sense, when 
fo apparent absurdity accompanies it (and sure there is no 
fbourdity in supposing a logician on horsebuck,) yot atill 1 
‘must needs think the hackneys hero celebrated were not real 
horses, nor even Centaurs, which, for the wake of tho leurn= 
‘ed Chiron, ἵ should 
Forced to Sod them fou i 

thou gna: and_only thus inctamorpt 
‘Ot rbetoriy of αὶ uy 


Man cloguol Grcinen in thin represent 
uago ine word seray (hora) was of 
To"Ynote greatnous of 


fixed to oth 
wgthy an ἐππιλαταθον, ὅτ 
‘and particularly UiMOCNG ΜΩ͂Ν, 
Gomes neatest to tho ense 
‘Seip. Ma. 
190. ‘Thestreams.) ‘The river Cam, running by the 
of these collezes, which aro particularly famous for 
their skill in disputation. 

‘Ver. 202. BSloepe in port.) Viz. ‘Now retired into har 
our, afior the temprate that had long agitnted hie wociety.? 
Bo Berbleran, But the learned Scipio Mass waderasetn ςς 
of a certain wine called Port, from Oyoria,® Oy νὰ 
sat atahion Wad itn to δὸς NYGORRN- 


= 
Made Hiotace dull, and hu 
‘Turn what they will to ver 
Critics like me shall make 
Roman and Greek grams 
Author of something yet τ᾿ 

hile towering o'er your z 
Stands our digamma, and Ὁ 
—— ima and 0 


eet 


REMA) 
fei inclineth tho 


in not bousti 
the sublim 
id to ite 
Dlainte « 


reducing the 
it prowo again,’ 
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Τί true, on words is still our whole debate, 
Disputes of Me or Te, of Aut or At. 220 
und oF sink in cano Ὁ or A 

we up Cicero to C or K. 

Let Freind affect to speak as Terence spoke, 

‘And Alsop never but like Horace joke : 

For me, what Virgil, Pliny may deny, 

‘Manilius or Solinus shall supply = 

For Attic phrase in Plato let them seek, 

I poach in Suidas for unlicens'd Greek. 

In ancient sense if any needs will deal, 

Be sure 1 give them fragments, not a meal; ὠ 880 


REMARKS. 
Ver. 220. OF Me or ΤῈ} It was a serious dispute, about 
which the learned wero much diviied, and some trostives 
Written: had it been about mewm and éuum it could not be 
more contested, than whether at the end of the frst Odo of 
Horace, to read, Me doctarum hoderw prawia frontium, 
or Τὸ doctarum hedere—By this the lowrid scholiaat would 
seem to insinuate that the dispute was not about mewn and 
tuum, which ia a mistake: for as ἃ venerable sago obsery- 
eth, words are the counters of wiso men, but the money of 
Foola so dht'we'no thee property wus indeed concerned. 
‘Seribt. 
Ver. 222. Or give up Cicero to C or K._ Gramm 
disputes about tho manner of pronouncing Cicero's naiwe in 
Greek. Its u disputn whetber in Latin the name of Ler 
‘magoras should end in as or a. Quintilian quotes Cicero.es 
writing it, Hormagora, which Bentloy rejects, and saya, 
‘Quintiian must be mistaken, Cicero could not write itso 
and that in this caso ho would not believe Cicero himself. 
‘Theso aro his very words: Figo vero Ciceronem ita scrip- 
aisse ne Ciceroni quiden afirmanti erediderim.—Epist. ad 
ΠΗ. ἐπ fin. Prag. Menand, εἰ Phil. 
‘Ver. 223, 224. Freind—Aisop.] Dr. Robert Freind, mas- 
τὲ of Weitminscrachook, and canon of Chri. chureh— 
τ. Anthony Alsop, ἃ happy imitator of the Hurattun style, 
P "yor, 236. Manlius or Sotinus) | Some critica hav 
had it in their choice to comment either on Virgil or Mant 
‘of Solinus, have chosen the worse author, the 
‘to display'their critical capacity. 
e.""Buides, Gels, Stobauk) ‘The fret a 
collector of impertinent facta ἀνὰ bE 
‘second a minute critic: the sind an SoH 


‘90es hairs and pores, exar 
How parts relate to parts, 

body's harmony, the | 
Are things which Kuster, 
When man's whi 
ΚΑΒ τὶ 


's cap, than wiedon 
» that never sink 
earning's surface wo δ. 
Thine is the genuine head « 
And much divinity without 
Nor could a Barrow work ; 
Nor has one Atterbury spoi, 
See! atill thy own, the hea 
And metaphysic smokes inv 
For these we dim the eyes, 
With all such reading as wa 
For thee explain a thing till 
And write about it, goddess, 
ilk-worm, small 
it cloud 

What though we let some 
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Full in the midst of Euclid dip at once, 
‘And petrify a genins to a dunce: 
Or, set on metaphysic ground to prance, 
Show all his paces, not a step advance. 
‘With the same cement, ever sure to bind, 
‘Wee bring to one dead level every mind 
‘Then take him to develope, if you can, 
And hew the block off, and get out the man, {ΤῸ 
But wherefore waste I words? I sco advance 
‘Whore, pupil, and lac'd governor, from France. 
‘Walker! our hat’—nor more he deign'd to say, 
Bat stern as Ajax’ spectre strode away. 

In flow'd at once a gay embroider'd race, 
‘And titt’ring push'd the pedants off the place : 
Some would have spoken, but the voico was drown’ 
By the French-horn or by the opening hound. 
‘The first came forward with an easy mien, 
‘As ifhe saw St. James's and the queen 280 
‘When thus th’ attendant orator begun 
* Receive, great empresa! thy accomnplish'd son; 

REMARKS. 

‘Ver, 272. Laced goveruor,] Why laced? Because gold 
and silver aro aocemury U Wo denote Uhe dress of ἃ 

jeraon of rank, nuit the governor must be supposed so in 

reign countries, to be almitted into courteand other places 
of fait reception. But how comes Aristarchu at 


fight that thir governor cume from France? Kaow ἢ Why, 
by tho laced ‘Seribl. 


‘which they aro 
the whore and the gover 


Ἵβου gav'et that ripenes 
‘And ceas’d 80 soon, he 1 
‘Through echool and coll: 
Safe and unseen the you 
‘Thence bursting glorious 
Stunn’d with his giddy le 
Intrepid then, o'er seas a 
Europe he saw, and Eur 
‘There all thy gifts and g: 
Thou, only thou, directin 
‘To where the Seine, obs 
Pours at great Bourbon’s 
Or Tyber, now no longer 
Vain of Italian arte, Italia 


To happy convents, boso 
‘Where slumber abbots, pi 
To isles of fragrance, lily 


Diffusing languor in the p 
To lands of singing, or of 
‘Love-whispering woods, 8 
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But chief her shrine where naked Venus keeps, 

And Cupids ride the lion of the deeps ; - 

‘Where, eased of fleets, the Adriatic main 

‘Walls the emooth eunuch and enamour'd swain, 310 
Led by my hand, he saunter'd Europe round, 

‘And gather'd every vice on Christian ground; 

Saw every court, heard every king declare 
His royal sense of operas or the fair; 

‘The stews and palace equally explored, 
Intrigued with glory, and with spirit whored 
‘Tried all hors d’aruvres, all liqueurs defined, 
Jadicious drank, and greatly daring dined ; 
Dropp’d the dull lumber of the Latin store, 
Spoil’d his own language, and acquired no more; 320 
All classic learning lost on classic ground ; 

‘And last turn’d air, the echo of a sound ; 


REMARKS. 
but this again, for the vulgarity of it 


for: and after many 
nour of the fhir sex, 
that her son might pe 
tifies himself by ver. 
pupil, seye that he 
Intrigued with glory, and with 


Ver. 897. But chief, c.] ‘These two lines, in their force 
of imagery and colouring, eroulate and equal the pencil of 
Bubens. 

"Ver. 308. And Cupids ride the lion of the deeps;] ‘The 
‘winged lion, the arms of Venice. This repoblic, heretofore 
the most considerable in Europe, for her naval force nd the 
‘extent of ber commerce; now illustrious for her carnivals. 

‘Ver. 318. Grently daring dined :\ Tt being, weed, ταν 
mnall risk to eat through those extraordinary amy 


(Ang 1a weno 
Bee, to my country happy 1 rest 
outh, and add ont 
Her too receive (for her my sou! 
‘So may the gums of sons of sons 
thine, O empress 
‘aod rwake a long posterity thy ¢ 
Pleased, she accepts the ero 
‘Wraps in her veil, aud frees fro 
Phen look’d, and saw ἃ lazy, I 
“Unseen at church, at senate, or 
‘Of ever-listless loiterers, that α: 
ἧνοο cause, no trast, no duly, at 
‘Thee too, my Paridel ! she mar 
Stretch’d on the rack of ἃ too 
Sree 


REMARK’ 


‘ver. 324. With nothing bat αὶ 

fog but asolo? Why, ifit b 

MOF thing cleo? Palpeble ta 

which ia enough of conscie 
Foal tage, 

1 326, Janson, Plectw ood, 

ἢ 


THE DUNCIAD. 299 


And heard thy everlasting yawn confess 
The pains and penalties of idleness. 
She pitied ! but her pity only shed 
Benigner influence on thy nodding head. 

But Annius, crafty seer, with ebon wand, 
And well-dissembled emerald on his hand, 
False as his gems, and canker’d as his coins, 
‘same, cramm’d with capon, from where Pollio dines. 
Soft as the wily fox is seen to creep, 351 
Where bask on sunny banks the simple sheep, 
Walk round and round, now prying here, now there, 
So he ; but pious, whisper’d first his prayer: 

“ Grant, gracious goddess! grant me still to cheat ; 
O may thy cloud still cover the deceit ! 
Thy choicer mists on this assembly shed, 
But pour them thickest on the noble head. 
So shall each youth, assisted by our eyes, 
See other Cexsars, other Homers rise ; ' 360 
Througi twilight ages bunt the Athenian fow], 
Which Chalcis gods, and mortals call an owl: 
Now see an Attys, now a Cecrops clear, 
Nay, Mahomet! the pigeon at thine ear: 
Be rich in ancient brass, though not in.gold, 
And keep his Lares, though his. hquse be sold ; 
To headless Phebe his fair bride postpone, 
Honour a Syrian prince above his own ; 
Lord of an Otho, if I vouch it true ; 
Bless’d in one Niger, till he knows of two.’ 370 


REMARKS. 

Ver. 347. . Annius,} The name taken from Annius tie 
monk of Viterbo, famous for many impositions and forgeries 
of ancient manuscripts and inscriptions, which he was 
prompted to by mere vanity: but our Anoius bad a more 
substantial motive. 

Ver. 363. Attys and Cecrops.) The firet king of Athens, 
of whom it is hard to suppose any coins ure extant; but not 
so improbable as what foilows, that there should be any of 
Mahomet, who forbade all images; and the ‘story of whose 
pigeon was a monkish fable. Nevertheless, one of these 


Anniuses made a counterfeit medal of that impostor, now . 


in the collection of a learned nobleman. 
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* Witness, great Ammon! by whose horns I swore,’ 
Replied soft Annius, ‘this our paunch before 
‘Suill bears them faithful ; and that thus I eat, 

Is to refund the medals with the meat. 390 
To prove me, goddess ! clear of all design, 
Bid me with Pollio sup, as well as dine : 
‘There all the learn’d shall at the labour stand, 
And Douglas lend his soft, obstetric hand.” 
‘The goddess, smiling, seem'd to give consent; 
So back to Pollio, hand in hand they went, 

‘Then thick as locusts blackening all the ground, 
A tribe with weeds and shells fantastic crown'd, | - 
Each with some wondrous gift approach’d the power, 
‘A nest, a toad, a fungus, or a flower. 400 
Bat far the foremost, two, with earnest zeal, 

‘And aspect ardent, to the throne appeal. 

‘The firet thus open’d : ‘Hear thy suppliant’s call, 
Great queen, and common mother of us all! 

Fair from its humble bed I rear'd this flower, 


Suckled, and gheer'd, with air, and sun, and shower 


REMARKS. 


ake ‘hen sth 
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‘ My sons!’ she answer’d, ‘both have done your 
parte : 
Live happy both, and long promote our arts. 
But hear a mother, when she recommends 
To your fraternal care our sleeping friends. 440 
The common soul, of Heaven’s more frugal make, 
Serves but to keep fools pert and knaves awake ; 
A drowsy watchman, that just gives a knock, 
And breaks our rest to tell us what’s a clock. 
Yet by some object every brain is stirr’d ; 
‘The dull may waken to a humming-bird ; 
The most recluse, discreetly open’d, find 
Cengenial matter in the cockle kind ; 
The mind in metaphysics at a loss, 
May wander in a wilderness of moss ; 450 
.The head that turns at superlunar things, 
Poised with a tail, may steer on Wilkins’ wings. 
‘QO! would the sons of men once think their eyes, 
And reason given them but to study flies ! 
See nature in some partial narrow shapa, 
And let the author of the whole escape ; 
- Learn but to trifle ; or, who most observe, 
To wonder at their Maker, not to serve.’ 
‘ Be that my task,’ replies a gloomy clerk, 
Sworn foe to mystery, yet divinely dark; _- 460 
Whose pious hope aspires to see the day 
When moral evidence shall quite decay, 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 452. Wilkins’ wings.] One of the first Projectors 
of the Royal Society, who, among many enlarged and use- 
ful notions, entertained the extravagant hope of a possibility 
to fly to the moon; gihich has put some volatile geniuses 
n making wings for that purpose. ᾿ . 
ἘΝ 462." When moral. evidence shall quite decay.} 
Alluding to a ridiculous and absurd way of some mathema- 
ticians, in calculating the gradual decay of moral evidence 
by mathematical proportions: according to which calcula- 
tion, in about fifty years it will be no longer probable that 
Julius Cesar was in Gaul, or died in the senate hous. Gen 
Craig's Theologieo Christiene Principia Malhemnise. Bo, 


All-seeing in tny mists, we τὴς 
Mother of arrogance, and sou 
‘We nobly take the high prior 
And reason downward till we 
‘Make nature atill encroach uj 
‘And shove him off as far as 
‘Thrust some mechanic cause 
Or bind in matter, or diffuse 
Or, at one bound, o’erleapiny 
‘Make God man's image, mar 
Find virtue local, all relatio: 
See all in self, and but for δι 
Of nought so certain as our 
‘Of nought ap doubtful as of 
Oh hide the God still more 
“Buch as Lucretius drew, a g 
‘Wrapp'd up in self, a god w 
Regardless of our merit o 1 
Or that bright image to our 
‘Which Theocles in rapturec 
Wild through poetic scenes 
Or wanders wild in academ 
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Roused at his name up rose the bowzy sire, 
And shook from out his pipe the seeds of fire; 
"Then snapp'd his box, and stroked his belly down, 
Rosy and reverend, though without a gown, 

Bland and familiar to the throne he came, 

Led up the youth, and call'd the goddess dame. 
‘Then thus: ‘ From priesteraft happily vet free, 

Lo! every finish’d son returns to thee : 500 
Fintt, slave to words, then, vassal to a name, 

‘Then, dupe to party ; child and man the same; 


REMARKS. 


‘difference, indeed, 
jent, Some, ag, Dr: 
to Bentley's Boylean Lectures. “And 
1d that great man of the truth, that 


Atheist. But, in 
vo tbe honour of this exploit to a later Boylean Iecturer. 
Jadicions apologist for Dr. ioat Mr. Whiston, 

αν, with no loss elegance thaa posi 2 

"It ta ἃ most cortaia truth, that the Demonstration of the 

Being and Attributes of God, he 


‘atheism out of the Christian world,’ p. 18. It is much to be 
Tamented, that the clearest truths have still their dark, sid 
Here wo 200 it becoines a doubt which of the two. 


But what of that? 


that philosophy 
Ἐπὶ save’ td wo 


Book, which coufines youth to the siuly of words only in 
schools; subjects thom to the authority of aystems in the 


ish Titeratare, 

‘The whole finished Io modern 
free-thinking: the completion of whatever in vain, wvout, 
τοὶ deetroctive to the bappiness of mankind Wa WSO" 
Bisbee oalF-love for tive ποῖα principle of ection. 
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Mark’d out for υὐσενυω νον κευτος, 
‘To thee the most rebellious th 
Now to thy gentle shadow all 
‘All melted down in pension, « 
So K*, so B*, sneak’d into tt 
A monarch’s half, and half a1 
Poor W*, nipp'd in folly’s b 
‘Who praises now ? his chapl 
‘Then take them all, oh take t 
‘Thy Magus, goddess! shall ¢ 
With that, a wizard old his 
Which whoso tastes, forgets 
Sire, ancestors, himself. On 
Up to a star, and like Endy 
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The vulgar nerd turn off to roll with hogs, 
To run with horses, or to hunt with dogs ; 
But, sad example! never to escape 

Their infamy, still keep the human shape. 

But she, good goddess, sent to every child 
Firm impudence, or stupefaction mild ; 530 
And straight succeeded, leaving shade no room, 
Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian gloom. 

Kind self-conceit to some her glass applies, 
Which no one looks in with another's eyes ; 
But, as the flatterer or dependant paint, 
Beholds himself a patriot, chief, or saint. 

On others, interest her gay livery flings, 
Interest, that waves on party-colour'd wings: 


REMARKS. 


of our country, the interest, the glory, and service of the 
prince, supply its place.’ De la Republique, chap. x. 

Of this duty another celebrated French author speaks in- 
deed a little more disrespectfully ; which for that reason we 
shall not translate, but give in his own words: ‘ L'amour de 
la patrie, le grand motif des prémiers heros, n’est plus re- 
gardé que comme une chimére; l’idée du service du roi, 
etendue jusqu’a συ] de tout autre principe, tient lieu de 
ce qu’on appelloit autrefois grandeur d’ame et fidélité.”— 
Boulainvilliers Hist. des Anciens Parlements de France, &c. 

Ver. 528. Still keep the human shape.] The effects of 
the Magus’s cup, by which is allegorized a total corruption- 
of heart, are just contrary to that of Circe, which only re 
sents the sudden plunging into pleasures. Hers, therefore, 
took away the shape, and left the human mind; his takes. 
away the mind, and leaves the human shape. 

Ver. 529. But she, good goddess, &c.) The only com- 
fort people can receive, must be owing in some shape or 
other to Dulness; which makes some stupid, others impu- 
dent, gives self-conceit to seme, upon the flatteries of their 
dependants, presents the false colours of interest to others, 
and busies, vr amuses the rest with idle pleasures or sen- 
suality, till they become easy under any infamy. Each of 
which species is here shadowed under allegorical persons. 

Ver. 532. Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian gloom. ] i. e. 
she communicates to them of her own virtue, or of her royal 
colleagues. The Cibberian forehead being to fit them fee 
self-conceit, self-interest, &c. and the Cimmerian qloom, ἔνε 
tho pleasures of opera and the table. Bere 
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How quick ambition hastes t 
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On some, a priest succinct 
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Beeves, at his touch, at once 
‘And the huge boar is shrunk i 
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REMARK! 
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What cannot copious sacrifice atone! 

Thy truffles, Perigord! thy hams, Bayonne ! 

With French libation, and Italian strain, 

Wash Bladen white, and expiate Hay’s stain. 560 

Knight lifts the head: for what are crowds undone, 

To three essential partridges in one? ~~ - 

Gone every blush, and silent all reproach, 

Contending princes mount them in their coach. 
Next, bidding all draw near on bended knees, ἡ 

The queen confers her titles and degrees. 

Her children first of more distinguish'd sort, 

Who study Shakspeare at the inns of court, 


REMARKS. 


Et je gagerois que chez le commandeur, __ - 
Villandri priseroit 88 seve et sa verdeur. 
reaur. © 
St. Evremont has a very pathetic letter to a nobleman in 
disgrace, advising him to seek comfort in a good table, and 
particularly to be attentive to these qualities in his cham- 
paigne. ᾿ - 
er. 560. Bladen—Hays.] Names of gamesters. Bladen 
is a black man. Robert Knight, Cashier of the South-Sea 
Company, who fled from England in 1720, (afterwards par- 
doned in 1742) These lived with the utmost magnificence 
at Paris, and kept open tubles frequented by persons of the 
first quality in England, and even by princes of the blood of 


rance. 
Ibid. Bladen, &c.] The former note of ‘ Bladen is a black 
man,’ is very absurd. The manuscript here is arly obli- 


terated, and dqubtless could only have been, Wash black- 
moors white, alluding to a known proverb. Scribl. 
Ver. 567. 


Her children first of more distinguish’d sort, ᾿ 
Who study Shakspeare at the inns of court,] 


ΠῚ would that scholiast discharge his duty, who should 
neglect to honour those whom Dulness has distinguished ; or 
suffer them to lie furgotten, when their rare modesty would 
have left them nameless. Let us not, therefore, overloo& 
the services which have been done her cause, by one Me 
Thomas Edwards, a gentleman, as he is pleased to call higp- 
self, of Lincoln’s-inn; but in reality, a gentleman only 
the Dunociad; or, to speak him better, in the plain language 
of our honest ancestors to such mushroome, a gentlemen of 
the last edition: who, nobly eluding the wiichiate ὦ Ὁ 

careful father, very early retained himsaeli io the ἜΝ 


Or issue members of an annu 
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whom α good education (to St 
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Nor pass’d the meanest unregarded : one 

Rose a Gregorian, one a Gormogon: 

The last, not least in honour or applause, 

Isis and Cam made Doctors of ber laws. 
Then blessing all, ‘Go, children of my care, 

To practice now from theory repair. . 

All my commands are easy, short, and full : 

My sons! be proud, be selfish, and be dull. 

Guard my prerogative, assert my thrones 

This nod confirms each privilege your own: 

The cap and switch be sacred to his grace; 

With staff and pumps the marquis leads the race; 

From stage to stage the licensed earl may run, 

Pair’d with his fellow-charioteer the sun. 

The learned baron butterflies design, 

Or draw to silk Arachne’s subtile line; 590 


REMARKS. 

Ver. 576. A Gregorian, one a Gormogon:] A sort of lay- 

prothers, slips from tho roots of the free-masons. 
+ Ver. 584. Each privilege your own, &c.] This speech 
of Dulness to her sons at parting, may possibly fall short 
of the reader’s expectation; who may imagine the goddess 
might give them a charge of more consequence, and, from 
such a theory as is before delitered, incite them to the prac- 
tice of something more extraordinary, than to personate 
running footmen, jockeys, stage-coachmen, &c. 

But if it be well-considered, that whatever inclination 
they might have to do mischief, her sons are generally ren- 
dered harmless by their inability; and that itis ‘he common 
effect of Dulness (even in her greatest efforts) to defeat her 
own design; the poet, I am persuaded, will be jastified, and 
it will be allowed that these worthy persons, in their several 
ranks, do as much as can be expected from them. 

Ver. 585. The cap and switch, &c.] The goddess’s ρο- 
litica] balance of favour, in the distribution of her rewards, 
deserves our notice. It consists of joining with those ho- 
nours claimed by birth and high place, others more adapted 
to the genius and talents of the candidates. And thus her 
great forerunner, John of Leyden, king of Munster, entered 
on his government by making his ancient friend and com- 
panion, Koipperdolling, general of his horse, and hangman. 
And had but fortune seconded his great schemes of refor- 
mation, it is said he would have estab‘ished his whele 
household oa the same reasonable footing. == Seri. 

Ver. 590. Arachne’s subtile Vine ἂν ‘nie is one of Une 

Most ingenious employments assigned, and νόσον Weowsr 
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‘yhen eatch'd the schools; the Hall scarce kept 
awake ; 

‘The convocation gaped, but could not speak: 619 
‘Lost was the nation’s sense, noy could be found, 
‘While the long solemn unison went round: 
‘Wide, and more wide, it spread o'er all the realm, 
E’en Palinurus nodded at the helm 
Foe vapour mild o'er each committe crept 5 

Infinjsh'd treaties in each office slept; 7 
‘And chiefless armies dozed out the campaign ! 
‘And navies yawn'd for orders on the main. 

Ὁ muse! ‘relate (for you can tell alone, 

ies and dunces none) 680 
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Before her, fancy’s gilded clouds decay, 
And all its varying rainbows die away. 
Wit shoots in vain his momentary fires, 
The meteor drops, and in a flash expires. - 
As one by one, at dread Medea’s strain, 

The sickening stars fadc off the ethereal plain; 
As Argus’ eyes, by Hermes’ wand oppress’d, 
Closed one by one to everlasting rest ; 

Thus at her felt approach, and secret might, 
Art after art goes out, and all is night; 648. 
See skulking truth te her old cavern fied, 

Mountains of casuistry heap’d o'er her head’! 
Philosophy, that lean’d on Heaven before, ~ 
Shrinks to her second cause, and is no more, 

Physic of metaphysic begs defence, 

And metaphysic calls for aid on sense! 

See mystery to mathematics fly ! 

In vain! they gaze, tu@ giddy, rave, and die. 
Religion, blushing, veils her sacred fires, 

And unawares morality expires. 650 


REMARKS: 

Ibid. The sable throne behold.] The sable thrones of 
Night and Chaos, here represented as advancing to extin- 
guish the light of the sciences, in the first place blot out the 
eolours of fancy, and damp the fire of wit, before they pro- 
ceed to their work. 

Ver. 641. Truth to her old cavern fled,] Alluding to 
the saying of Democritus, that ‘ Truth lay at the bottom of a 
deep well, from whence he had drawn her;’ though Butler 
says, ‘ He firat put her in, before he drew ber out.’ 

Ver. 649. Religion, blushing, veils her aacred firee,} 
Blushing as well at the memory of the past overflow of Dul- 
ness, when the barbarous learning of so many ages was 
wholly employed in corrupting the simplicity, and defiling 
the purity of religion, as at the viow of these her false sup- 
ports in the present; of which it would be endless to recount 
the particulars. However, amidst the extinction of allother | 
Jights, she is said only to withdraw hers: as hers alone in 
its own nature is unextinguishable and eternal. 

Ver. 650. And unawares morality expires.| It agyeare 
from bence that our poet was of very diferent venimena 
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